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GRAY & DAVIS 


STARTING - LIGHTING SYSTEM 
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EXPERIENCE 


NY electric motor hastily altered and formed 

into starting and lighting service for auto- 

mobiles can be’ nothing more than a make-shift 
—an experimental device. 

The Gray & Davis Starting-Lighting System 
was the result of intelligent pioneer work—plus 
the sum of many experts’ experience. 

Experience in motor car design and con- 
struction— 

Experience in dynamo and electric motor 
designing — 

Experience in building, testing and installing 
such equipment— 

Experience in meeting the specifications of 
car manufacturers. 


For 14 years we have produced automobile 
lamps. Our electric lamps have won interna- 
tional standing. Our entire efforts are devoted 
to building electrical equipment for automobiles. 
We are specialists in this field; we do nothing 
else. 

Five years ago we produced the first dynamo 
which put the electric lighting of automobiles 
on a successful and practicable basis. 

We next studied the application of this same 
electrical power to the operation of a starting 
motor and the combination of this motor with 
our lighting system. Jt was a natural progression 
—not a new problem. 

Here the experience of our designing and pro- 
ducing staff assumed vital importance. 

For 22 years the chief of our Electrical En- 
gineering Department designed direct current 
generators. Sixty per cent of all electric auto- 
mobiles you see today are equipped with motors 
designed by him. 


In adapting our system to different cars, the 
experience of the head of our Mechanical En- 
gineering Department was of great value. This 
man spent years in designing and building one of 
America’s leading cars. 


The man who superintends the actual produc- 
tion of our automobile equipment has built elec- 
tric dynamos and motors for 15 years. Under him, 
700 skilled electricians and machinists work in our 
plant, which is the largest and most completely 
equipped factory of its kind. 

Before leaving the factory, each Gray & Davis 
dynamo or motor must meet an efficiency test, 
an overload test, and a fatigue test to determine 
whether it is possible to break down the system. 
These tests are 50% more drastic than the worst 
possible road tests. 

And afterward—when the system is in actual 
service on a car, the Gray & Davis Service De- 
partment stands back of the motorist. Directing 
this department is a man who has had twelve 
years’ experience in electrical service work. Un- 
der him are 62 Service Stations throughout the 
country. Each one isin charge of a practical elec- 
tricalexpert. One of these stations is within easy 
reach of every motorist in the United States. 


Two years’ experience with the Gray & Davis Starting- 
Lighting System, installed in various makes of cars and operated 
under every conceivable condition, has proved that it long ago 
passed the experimental stage and that it successfully meets 
every starting and lighting requirement. 

You will find Gray & Davis Starting-Lighting Systems on 
leading American cars in each of the price classes. Remember 
that the makers of these automobiles, like yourself, were buyers 
when they adopted the Gray & Davis system. They brought their 
engineering experience into play to enable them to select the best 
system to offer you as part of their standard equipment. 


We will be pleased to send catalog on request. 


The Gray & Davis Starting-Lighting System consists 
of a dynamo, a starting motor and connections. 
It is a 6-volt system throughout. Each unit has its 


distinct function. 


ging’’ effect is exerted. 





The dynamo operates at constant speed. It charges 
the battery and furnishes current for lighting the starting 
motor and auxiliary purposes. 

One press on a pedal operates the starting motor, spin- 
ning the engine fast enough to fireon magneto. No drag- 


‘The wiring is simple and heavily armored. “lhe whole 
system is unusually economical in use of current and re- 





quires no attention except occasional lubrication and renewal 
of distilled water to the battery. 
And the Gray & Davis Starting-Lighting System will 


outlive any car. 


GRAY & DAVIS, INC... BOSTON, MASS. 
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The One Question 
Settled 


There never has been any rea/ ques- 


tion as to the superior smoothness 
of the “Six.” 


The real question was whether you 


could afford to pay for that supe- 
rior smoothness—from $2,000 to 
$5,000. 

Ihe need of such an expenditure is 
forever eliminated by this Stude- 


baker “SLX.” 
For The Sake of 


Argument 


Assume for a moment that you do 
doubt the superior smoothness of 
this Six.” 

A single ride in the car will settle 
that. 

But so will a mere study of the 
~ Six” principle itself. 

W hat you pay money for in a motor 
car is power impulses. 

And what you want most is to get 
them as close together as possible. 


What Happens 
In a Six 


‘The continuous cycle, or unbroken 
circle of power, generated by six 
cylinders is what makes the un- 
surpassable smoothness of the 
Studebaker “SLX.” 

Power is not continuous with less 
than six cylinders; and the fewer 
the cylinders, the greater the /apse 
between power impulses. 

Ihere’s a halt between the explo- 
sions, which drive the pistons, 
which turn the crankshaft. 


One impulse does not merge into 
another to create continuity. 

lhat’s why a single cylinder lunges 
and chugs. 

As the cylinders increase in num- 
ber, these halts or lapses lessen 
and finally become a/most imper- 

} 


ceptible. 

b } 

but they are still shere until the six 
cylinders form an uninterrupted 


How of power. 


When You See 
The Difference 


You see the difference the moment 
this eo Starts. 

You may never have experienced 
the charm of a Six” before. 


, ae | e 
But vo | never forget it 


You may not have felt the lapse in 
power impulses in other cars. 

. ; 

But you Avow the difference now. 

\ } 

You £now that this car rides as nocal 


having fewer cylinders can ride. 


*1575 


“Buy It Because It’s A 
Studebaker ‘SIX’” 


Not because of the price-mark 
—but because of the trade- 
mark plus the price-mark. 








Not because of the good looks 
—but because of the good 
name plus the good looks. 





Not because of the outside 
—but because of the inside 
plus the outside. 





Studebaker 
Detroit, Mich. 


Canadian Office, W alkerville, Ont. 


a 





<< 


“SIX” 


ELECTRICALLY LIGHTED 
ELECTRICALLY STARTED 
SEVEN-PASSENGER 


A Manufactured 
“ar 
Six 
Here, for the first time, you are able to 
get manufactured qualities in a ‘‘Six’’ 


at the price we place on this splendid 
new Studebaker ‘‘SIX.’’ 


The Studebaker ‘‘SIX’’ is manufac- 
tured throughout in the Studebaker 
factories. 


We build its motor, from the raw iron 
and steel materials to the finished 
product. 


We build its full-floating rear axle; 
we forge, cut and machine the axle 
gears. 

We select and test and approve the 
rough: stock, and cut and machine 
the transmission gears. 


We use Timken bearings throughout 
the rear axle and_ transmission, 
and in the front wheels, for quiet, 
easy running 


Economical 


of Fuel and Tires 


In fuel consumption the ‘‘Six will 
surpass the economy of any car of 
equal horsepower. 

It is economical because, in spite of 
its 12l-inch wheelbase it is light; 
yet it is wonderfully strong. 

It is generously roomy and richly up 
holstered, and carries its seven pas- 


sengers in utmost comfort 

In beauty of design, and grace of line, 
we believe no other car excels the 
"Six. 

‘he starting and lighting system is 


the Wagner two-unit, starting motor 
and generator separate. 


Lamps are Gray & Davis’ highest 
quality, parabolic type. 


The equipment throughout is complete 
and satisfying. 


Send for descriptive literature. 





“FOUR” Touring Car $1050 
“FOUR” Landau Roadster $1200 
“SIX” Touring Car $1575 
“SIX” Landau Roadster $1950 
“SIX” Sedan $2250 


Model “25” Touring Car $ 
Model “35” Touring Car $1290 
Six-passenger ‘SIX’ $ 


Prices in Canada eC 


“FOUR” Touring Car $1375 
“FOUR” Landau Roadster $1550 
“*SIX”’ Touring Car $1975 
“SIX” Landau Roadster $2550 
“SIX” Sedan $2950 





The Seven-passenger Studebaker ‘‘SIX 
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“7 new ini “em Edition of 


WEBSTERS 











ti 
i 
MM 
: | D 
4 A Only half as thick, only half as 
Nt | -# heavy as the Regular Edition. 
Li | Printed on expensive, thin, strong, 
| WEBST ze < opaque, imported India Paper. Has an 
“SEATON excellent printing surface, resulting in 
ONARY 
— remarkably clear impression of type and 
illustrations. So light, so convenient 
o—~ —= that you will enjoy using it at every 
sxexns \ : LAT UTHENTI : pe ; 7 2 
| le now im mee opportunity. Size 123sx934x2' inches. 
/, SETS  — il Weight only 7 Ibs 
‘ / - ( ae ° 
ls “ Regular Edition: Printed on 
: strong book paper of the ae qui lity. 
Indiats Size 123, x 934 x5 in. Weight 1434 Ibs. 
Paper a : . Both editions are printed from the same 
Edition —————eE : plates and have the index. 
i More than 400,000 Vocabulary Terms. 
iH ° ° dl . . 
_ This New Creation san sino 
Me Nearly 30,000 Geographical Subjects. 
WY is far — a wamguone tf in fact it is a “neha enero Thousands of Other References. 
answerer. Even as you read this issue of “‘Colliers you likely ; 
fe ois se SE digsis ‘a natal ite ce * 2700 Pages. Over 6000 Illustrations. 
question the meaning of some zew word. : 
What is sabotage? How is linseed oil made?! What isthe commonlaw? What is a xebec ? Colored Plates and Half-Tone Engravings. 
W hat the origin of the on a prescription? A ntry? White coal? \\ hat is the pre ° ° 
To what country does Soe belong? eae pronunciation for gladiolus? etc., et The type matter 1S equivalent to that 
\ farmer, lawyer, clergyman, banker, teacher, buiider, doctor, sportsman, stu ina 15-volume encyclopedia. 
lent, eacl ill find his department in the New International treated by a mastet i a ae . ; —_ 
(om: Che only dictionary with the New Divided 
Here is the proof that settles the matter when it comes to buying a dictionary: Page, characterized by the Chicago Record- 
tik | j neton, etc , rive the _—* ; ‘é : = ° ’ > ee . 
ee ee eee Sere eee Sencar 0) Peamieed, 2.» Omens: Oe. Or I ager Herald as “A Stroke of Genius. David 
Hh highest praise of the work as their authority; hearty indorsement; State Superintendents o ’ a . , . . 
Hi the pres ider it or department heads of Harvard, Schools use and commend it; leaders of thought, Start Jordan, LI 4s | z. Savs of this time saver, 
Hi Yale, Columbia, Princeton, Brown, Vassar, action,and culture in this country, Canada,Great ‘6 : = a j . Lice we ‘tea 
| i Cornell, Bates, Smith, Catholic [ ix She ve ‘of wns tage pena give their testimony; the It iad u nde? that publisher f of i} KICONS AAV: 
Americ ot niversity of Illinois, Chicago, Ohio, schoolbooks ofthe country adhere to its system of nol used it before. 
Hi Cinci , Notre Dame, Michigan, Wisconsin, diacritical marks;theGovernment Printing Othce 
ti M nnesota, Iowa, Tulane, Colorado, Leland atWashingtonand the Press use it as¢/eauthority. Keep abrex ist Ww ith the ti mes To 


1 The above statements can be made of no other dictionary 
See means to win success. 


| A Christmas Gift that ALL Will Enjoy Let us tell you more about the 
hi The NEW INTERNATIONAL is unquestionably the ove gift more New International a 


than any other that is useful, practic: al, authoritative, lasting, at- 


| tractive. The gift longest to be remembered after the holiday season has passed Th e 

DR. C. H. PARKHURST writes: ‘‘An indispensable feature of the library of ec herriam Webster 
every man who either reads or writes. There is no matter of land, sea or sky 

that does not come within its purview and every topic is handled by a master. 


This New work is a necessity to every successful business and professional man. A constant sources 


of education and interest to all members of your home. Indispensable to the teacher and student G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Springfield, Mass. 


C ili ”R d Write for mo imens of the New Divided Page, I tra "F : . cnt eae me ° f } N w Divided 
meget ay: lier’. g rf — . 7 ion 4 age ustrations India and Re ular I apers 

: “ i f ‘ , ‘ | g ? ’ g Pp ’ 

to readers of Ci eTul se f Pocke “Mz i} aah etc. Include FREE the Pocket Maps as l am 


G. & C. MERRIAM COMPANY, Springfield, Dien. U. S. A. a reader of "Collier's Weekly.” 


= For 70 years Publishers of the GENUINE- WEBSTER DICTIONARIES Name .. 
We Street 


City or Town State 
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WEN RANDOLPH and his 
Richard 
came out of the Ritz 
Carlton together and got 


nephew, Bryce, 


ftandolph motor Cal 


It was January In and out 


through scudding drift, stole a small. sad 


tarnis 


against the insolent lilac-white glare of the 


are la 

The 
braze 
groom 


hed, wondering moon ineffectual 


mps 
ear crossed Fifty-ninth Street. and = the 
i horse of the Sherman Statue with its angel 


seemed te 


leap at them A few moments 


y | but, of course, the house on Fifth 
Wo} Id Sy baal : nd Avenue and the place in Newport 


By Amélie Rives 
(Princess Troubetzkoy) 


ILLUSTRATED BY ALONZO KIMBALL 


hearsing a domestic’s part in private theatrical tle man with a bullfinch perched upon the crown of 


more brought them to the door of the house on 
Fifth Avenue where Auguste was to dance that 
night. 

A footman in powder and knee breeches saun 
tered up and helped them off with their overcoats 
in the semiprofessional, seminegligent manner. of 
one re 

As they entered the ballroom the curtains were his 
about to be drawn aside from the small stage Tn the whil 
dull light they could see the blond blur of women’s hum 
arms and shoulders among the dark mass of the men’s M 
black-coated backs and an occasional gleam from one tall 
of the gilded chairs dolp 

Richard slipped into an empty chair, but Randolph beat 
remained standing He was such a big man that to The 
fold himself up in a small space for any length of nari 
time caused him acute discomfort 

A youth who was standing on the stage before 


the curtains now made some witty 


pered 


a little flurry of appreciative laughter 


The 
On 


filly w 


have been there looked out through a hole in the can 


vas tl 


woma 


of the Centauress, a 


rolled 

know! 
“Wi 

Centa 
“Al: 


A‘ ALE of laughter and bravos greeted them: then 


the ro 


As the lights went up, Randolph saw all about him 
the people that he had known for 


remarks, well pep 


with indiscreet personalities, at which there was 


tableau that followed was startling 
painted a spirited chestnut 
Where a horse’s head hould 


a big canvas wa 
ith upflung heels 
i¢@ beautiful. mischievous face of the loveliest 
nin New York. As if just smitten by the heels 


little Satyr in evening dress 


helpless, its head supplied by that of a well 
1 man 

iv don't you look where you're going?” said the 
uress 

is! that’s why I’m here replied the Saty1 


the curtains fe for the ist time the lights 
were turned on, and the servants began to clear 


om for dancing 


many years, but 


had not seen often during the past three or foul Ile 
glanced quickly from woman to woman, thinking how 
little they had changed and how the saying that 
American beauties wither early was a mistaken one 
And a certain air of trivial preoccupation about them 
all struck him afresh 

A little fair, paunchy, mild-faced man, the husband 
of one of these beauties, hailed him suddenly as “old 
chap,” and remarked that Randolph reminded him of 
an African explorer—he was so very sunburnt and 
looked so aloof somehow Randolph replied to this 
with some bat ilitv, and then all at once the little 
man began to tell him all about his pet bullfineh He 
said that the capacity of bullfinches for affection was 


imme} 


ing on his head in the morning and, while pressing fulr 
down its little wings on either side of his forehead the 
im a sort of embrace, bursting into song she 
Randolph looked at the little man while he told fer) 
this anecdote, and liked him for it The lack of self and 
consciousness that could allow a man to paint himself tices 
in so absurd «a guise struck him a simple and appeal edly 
ing. Then just as he was abanut to reply, the bull ate 
finch’s master slid into an anecdote filthy and sills AS 
Randolph turned awa saving that he must go _ ties 
and sneak { ] sister. and the ision pursued him cont 
all the evening of a round-hellied, sentimental-eyed lit pool 


ise, and that his pet was in the habit of alight 


bald head innocent roulades 


ea stream of salacious inanities issued from the 


pouring forth its 


nun mouth below 


rs. Bryce was standing near one of the doors 
ing to some one, who turned away as Ran 
h approached. She was a very thin woman, but 
itifully made, tall and dark, like her brother 


most striking feature in her face was her black, 
ow eyebrows, which lifted with an effect of fret 












ess us they neared the nose Her mouth was at 


same time querulous and restrained, as though 


had a slight grievance against life which she pre 


ed not to mention, but the lips were prettily shaped 


touched this evening 


| He thought it hardened her, but it was undoubt 


with carmine, Randolph no 


becoming. She had the merest wing brush of gray 


ither temple, although she was now fifty-one 

Sally Randolph she had been one of the beau 
of Virginia, and as Mr eter Bryce she had 
inued her triumphant ¢ eer in New York until 
* Peter’ losses broke their social life 


Randolph's generosity had kept 
them from anything like poverty 


heart 
Owen would 


had to go, though in het 


Sally had felt that 


have indulged het in 


keeping these also. 


point however, Veter had grown 


Chapter I1—The Dance x. eee com 


melted, shattered, or put asic Nine vears 


ago poor Peter bad died in the effort of making a 
second fortune. and his wife was left with an in 
Since then she 
had lived part of the World’s-End, her 
brother's estate in Virginia, and part in the charm 
ing flat that he had furnished for her in New York 
A vear after his father’s death, her son Richard had 
gone to Paris in quest of art, and it was now three 


come of only two thousand a year 


time at 


months since his return Randolph also had been 
absent from both New York and Virginia for several 
months, in the study of educational questions which 
he thought might help him with the people at World's 
Ind: he was but just returned from a visit to Miss 
Berry’s schools in Georgia It was with the view of 
studying Richard, as veneered by France, that he had 
asked him to dine at the Ritz-Carlton that evening 


ICHARI) was Mrs. Bryce'’s only child, and one of 
R' her suppressed grievances 

constant torment of the idea that his Tolstoyan 

her brother as to 


against life was the 


svinpathies might Oo gain upon 
induce him to divide his great riches among the poor 
and leave Richard with only a few paltry thousands 
It had been long understood among the three that 
Richard was to 
be his uncle's 
heir in case, of 
course, that Ran 
dolph did not 
marry 

Mrs Bryce, 
knowing her 


brother in some 


Ways very well, 

considered that, 

he had reached 

age of forty-seven 

Without marrying, he 

could — in safely re 

gurded as a fixed 
bachelor 


Yet, as she looked at 
him now, she wondered 
ew, as she often did, 
how this had hap 
wned, for 


' +} " 
nothing 


there Was 
ascetle or 
Kish about Owen 
m the contrary, his 
! 


uZel 


ff eves and deeply 
cut mouth were full 
of humor and = tem 
perament 


“Deo vou find Riel 


i 


ard much changed?” she asked abrupt Randolph re 
turned her concentrated gaze with the flicker of a smile 
“He'll be ‘worse before he’s better,’ Sally as Han 


nah used to tell me.” 

“How do you mean?” demanded his sister with a 
nervous twitch of her 
think that Paris has—harmed hin 





Why no, Sally—don'’t be a’ goose Paris has 1 
special brew for poisoning a out If he wants 
poison he can find it here in New \¥ just as well 
as in Paris I mean that le got I find myself 
quoting Hannah ain noti i is head.’ ” 

I wish you would eep mie tenter! ike 
this.” said Mrs. Bryce peevishl I wi \ | what 
vou ve got t " ib tn te ( 

l, ; 
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Richard frowned as he recalled Mary’s light gray Irish 
eyes with the short black lashes and little dance in them 


Randolph could not resist teasing her 

“There’s very good stuff in the lad indeed,” said he, 
“but at present there’s too much embroidery for the 
material.” 

His looked at 
repented him of his frivolity. 

“In other words—in the plain language I asked you 
to speak—you mean that you consider Richard a pre 


sister him with real anger and he 


tentious noodle,” she 


remarked before he could utter 
the sentence that he was hastening to frame 
“Dear Sally, I meant nothing of the sort,” he said, 


holding her with his kind eves ‘Don’t be cross It 
would be a fine thing for us to quarrel over Richard 
of all people. The boy has talent. I suppose you 
don't really want me to tell you that he is Michel 


angelo and Snakespeare in one?” 

“I’m not aware that 
think that I considered 
those worthies He has 


I've ever given you reason to 
Richard the reincarnation of 
never been 


two really con 


genial to you,” she added bitterly, noticing the abnor 
his expression caused by an effort 

realizing with 
what originated it 


mal seriousness of 


to keep from smiling, and her quick 


hypersensitiveness exactly 


“My dear girl,’ exclaimed Randolph, “this must 
really stop It would be too foolish of us to get at 
cress-purposes over Richard I'm fond of him, as 
you know. What real congeniality there can be 
between a boy of twenty-six who looks upon the 
universe as a vast studio, and a man of forty-seven 


school, I 
Richard is at 


who regards it as a confoundedly trying 


leave to your own wits to divine 


an age when his enthusiasms give him keener de 
light than they do his fellows—his middle-aged 
fellows, at least that is all.” 

turned this over for a second or two 


what it is exactly that 
length 


reform the art 


RS. BRYCE 
Have you made out 


he wishes to do she asked at 


“T believe he intends to and morals 


of America,” ‘reform’ 
is the word that he would use. I doubt whether even 


he replied demurely At least 


you, my dear Sally, would agree with him as to its 


appositeness.” 


FOR NOVEMBER 
| Mrs. B 


at him Hle saw the sym 


29, 


vee knit her brows 
bolical chip upon her 
shoulder 

Why do 


me’?” she 


you say evel 


lemanded 
sharps 
“Because, however al 


lently, as a devoted mothe! 


you might long to agret 
with your son; as an 


avowed supporter of the 


existing social order you 


would be bound as vehe 
wently to differ from him.” 
“What dreadful things 
that boy saying 


asked his 


has been 


now ? mother 
with simple anxiety 
“Oh, just a few 


passing 
whacks at marriage and 
religion. They seem to him 
inartistic, Randolph 
laughing Sally 

don’t look so tragie. You 
aren't take all 
this froth of youth for the 
underneath, are 


” 


said 
“Come, 


going to 


true brew 
you?” He saw in her eyes 
a real dread 

“Owen he has always 
talked like that, It isn’t 
only froth. The dregs are 
in it.” Then she 
herself up. “He thinks it’s 
clever,” she said. “He likes 


caught 


to startle us.” 

Her brother just touched 
her hand as they stood to 
gether near the doo 
“Well, don’t take it too 
seriously,” he said, and she 
warm 


fleet 


gave him a 
deep glance as 
ing as his touch had 
told 


been, but which 


him more effectually 
than words could 
have done how sin 
cere was her affe 


tion for him, despite 


her wayward, testy 


temper 


Then, as she had 
foreseen, they were 
interrupted, and, 


ier with a 
Ran 


leaving 
knot of friends, 
dolph went across to 
had 


wis 


speak with the mauve-eyed English lady who 


played the Centauress in the tableau ind who 
through the crowded 


that 


signaling to him On his 


caught a bit of 


way 


innocuous gossip 


room he 


pleased his sense of fun A woman was saying to 


another 


“My dear, you’ve been too long away! Don’t you 
know that Lola Sibley has just had a baby?” 

“Is she pleased?” 

“Of course. And now they’re going to Egypt and 
taking Tootie with them.” 

“Who is Tootie? The baby 

No, the fox terrier. The baby is to stay with its 
grandmother.” 

ANDOLPH was smiling so pleasedly over these 
R remarks when he reached Mrs. Beresford (such 


was the mauve-eved lady’s name) that she 
said: “You've heard some delicious stupidity I know 
that particular expression of yours so well What 
was it?” 
“Just about Tootie’s going to Egypt and the baby 


stopping with its grandmothet 
‘Oh, ves! Hadn't vou heard that before? It’s been 


to and fro over New York for days, like the dove over 


the waters Poor dears! I believe the baby rather 


scares them But don’t let’s talk of Lola Sibley,” she 


enough at all events It's 
with us again When are you 
You do love that 
It's so very nice and 
fond of a 
Virginian—eh?"’ 

admitted Randolph, 


know 


broke off “You are real 


so nice to have you 
going back to 
of yours dreadfully, 
so odd, 
But I 

“A Virginian 
smiling It’s in the blood, you 


Virginia ? old place 


dont you? 


too, to see an American so place 


suppose you call yourself a 


first perhaps 


Aren’t you really ever going to marry?” she asked 


presently with true British frankness It’s no end 
of a shame I know a perfect darling of a girl for 
you. She’s in this very room.” 

“Now, now,” said Randolph warningly, “do you 
want me to rush off for safety to World’s-End the 
first evening that I have seen you in a year?” 

Mrs. Beresford narrowed her white lids slightly 
and looked at him as sternly as eyes like periwinkle 


flowers could lool 


‘Apart from joking he said, “you really ought 
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to have a son to inherit your fortune and that Vi 


ginia estate you love so much.” 


And poor Richard—why should his nose be put 
out of joint at such inconvenience to me? Don’t you 
like Richard?” 

“Yes, I do I more than like him I think he’s 
wonderful. I think he’s a genius. But a genius ought 


to make his own fortune.” 


‘Geniuses aren’t famous for making fortunes.” said 
Randolph gravely “But tell me, why do you think 


Richard a genius?” 
“Oh,” said Mrs. Beresford, “it’s his wonderful talk 
He's the most 


He’s too voung., 


for one thing. brilliant talker I ever 


heard, you know, to have done any 
what 


so utterly 


thing much yet awhile. But I have 


his work I 
Surely 


seen of 
think extraordinary original, 
you think it original?” 

“I haven't 
to-morrow.” 

“How 
too. Look at him as he stands there talking to 
that girl in lavender. that a 
who looks like that must do original work. 
a bit of perfect art.” 
looked at his 

partly against the 
partly against the white gold paneling of the 
wall, and was struck by its 
The high, black “thirtie and 
the reticent, ening coat 
admirably the lank 
face 


A rustle of expectation silenced them 


seen it yet. I'm going to his studio 


nice! Verhaps we'll meet there. I'm going, 
how 
You feel somehow man 
The very 
way he dresses is , 
Randolph 


honette, 


nephew's young, thin sil 


seen lavender frock and 
and 
pleasantly distinction, 
satin stock of the 
suave cut of the ey suited 


young figure with its long, ivory 
toned 
Auguste and 
light 


his mate in dancing wafted into the room on a 


wind of music 
first rather 


watched the dancers at 


ANDOLIPH 
ir than the dance 
“* *My country, ’tis of thee—’” he reflected 
Where else in this broad world would mothers bring 


their daughters to see Auguste dance?” 


Auguste had a good-natured, impudent face, with 
round nostrils and round dark blue eyes, bland with 
. serene effrontery. He was of medium height, well 
knit and agile, with a grace expressive of a spring 
like strength beneath He held his partner to him 
by a hand spread flat between her shoulders—the 


gesture of a feline that has put its sheathed paw 


lightly on some object, yet means to hold by its claws 


if necessary 


The girl was of an exquisite vulgarity—a_ slim, 
rounded bit of femininity whose very bones seemed 
pliant. Her small, wedge-shaped face, with its black 


ened eyes and crimsoned lips, looked sickly under its 
wings of cropped hair, dyed straw color 

Auguste was in ordinary evening dress for this first 
and the girl hort slip of thin 
clinging stuff 


dance, wore a very 


over fleshings 


At first they spun so fleetly nd evenly over the 
sleek floor that he was reminded of the motion of 
“sleeping” tops; then the dance grew more measured, 
more accented, and gradually passed into a most 
intricate maze, weaving the web of desire as on an 


invisible loom 

Randolph withdrew his look from them and bent it 
on the spectators 

The 


sionless: 


fixed, but mostly 


absorbed, but he 


women's faces 
they 


other emotion upon them than that of a 


were expres 
could see no 


perfectly 


were 


frank and unrelaxing curiosity 


The dance ceased and there w: sreat applause 

“IT must say, it’s—frank.” said Mrs. Beresford 

“Yes—you couldn’t call it ubtle certainly.” ad 
mitted Randolph 

As another man cume to speak to Mrs. Beresford 


at this chair to him and, 


turning away, found himself beside a portrait painter 


moment he made over hi 


named Buxton, whom he rather liked 
What do think of it?” 
they Rather 


you isked Buxton when 


had shaken hands steep for a drawing 
room fad—hey?” 

It’s amazing,” said 
“Which? The dance or the 


other, grinning 


Randolph 


iuidience?” asked the 


“The combination. It's perfectly incredible What 


do you make of it?’ 


“Give it up,” said Buxton ‘But what do they 
make of it? That’s the interesting question They 
aren’t blind—they aren’t fools—they aren’t sucklings 
Yet they stare at that unspeakable performance like 


hairdressers’ busts at the crowd 


ICHARD here approached and with an annoved 
air told his uncle that he wa orry to have led 


Auguste’ 


him to expect so much from s dancing 

that already America had injured Auguste ) i 
artist, that his dancing had become ikewaru ne 
banal, and had lost its marvelous violence and \ 
age élan 

You'll doubtless regard me as old-fashioned, Rich 
ard, when I tell you that I consider him sufficient 
indecent since he dances before young girls But 
look at them! As calm as though they had bee! 
a-Maving!” 

Richard gazed at the untroubled maidel! f 
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under his straight black brows, so like his mother’s 
Then he looked again at his uncle 

“Have you guessed their secret?’ asked he 

“No,” said Randolph, frowning a little 

“Then I will tell you, Uncle Owen, for I know what 
is at the core of their hearts They adored it—for 
all women adore brutality But they’ve been brought 
up to conceal things, and so they’re concealing it, just 
as a woman might draw on a white glove to hide the 
pruise of a lover’s violent kiss on her arm 

Randolph looked at him bleakly He would very 
much have enjoyed giving Richard a sound cuff 

Then in another flash he saw the scene empty of 
himself, and Richard World’s-End 
Richard with his decadent, Montmartreish ideas rul 


reigning at 


ing over the simple-minded, wayward negroes and 
kindly, robust white country folk whose problems he 
had spent so many years trying to solve in a sane, 
human, fellow-kindly fashion. After all, if he had 
The old, ineradicable human instinct startled 
there 


a son 
him with the suddenness of its attack. Yes 
was no shirking it—he would have preferred to imag 
ine his own son at World’s-End rather than the son 
of his sister. Or, no—he corrected himself—rather 
than the individual being, Richard Bryce. 
“Ah—Auguste is going to give us the ‘Apache’ at 
last.” Richard exclaimed Randolph 
noted two Frenchmen watching the entering dancers 
rapid exchange of under 


suddenly, and 


and busily engaged in a 
tones. He purposely avoided passing near them, not 
caring particularly to hear what they might have to 
say just then about the customs of his country; but, 
- he handed his check to the conde 


slipping away) 
greatcout, 


footman and, recovering his 


scending 
stepped out into the thin, stinging 
air in a mood mingled of relief, won 
derment, annoyance, and melancholy 

It was the afternoon of the next 
day. and Richard was at work in 
his studio. According to an esthetic 
theory of his own, this room was 


entirely in black and white. 


Ek WAS working at present on 
a volume of his own poems 
which he was illustrating, and 
it was to hear his latest poem, “The 
Daughter of Ypocras,” that 
people were coming that day—Sy! 
via Beresford, the lovely Mrs. Pierce 


sole 


Hull, and his mother, who had asked 
to bring Mary Talliaferro 

Richard frowned as he recalled 
Mary’s light gray Irish eyes with 
the short black 
dance in them—for 
spoke or was silent, Mary always 


lashes and little 
whethe1 she 


seemed to be making light of hi 
most cherished ideas. 

When Randolph arrived, Richard 
standing beside a lectern of ebony) 
and ivory, had just begun to ex 
pound “The Daughter of Ypocras.” 

In this poem, he explained, he had 
endeavored to reveal some of the 
dark yet radiant magic which lurks 
in the mysterious perversities of 
femininity, as opposed to the com 
attraction of what he 
might call the daylight charm of 
the uncomplex woman 


S HE read, the still, feline eves 
of Mrs. Pierce-Hull never left 


his face, her pupils seeming to 


monplace 


expand and contract with the ea 
dence of the verse, like those of a 
cat following the uneven flight of 
a young bird Svivia’s face was 
rigid with attention, Sally’s anxious, 
only in Mary’s light gray eyes the 
little dance seemed going to a merry 
tune of the mind Randolph con 
tinued to watch Mary with great 
pleasure. Hers was certainly the 
charm of daylight, and he thought 
how crisp was the contrast of hei 
vivid, humorful face with the 
drugged looking, hothouse beauty of 
Mrs. Pierce-Hull. Yes, in this atelier 
of Richard’s. with its rapt devotees 
Mary was like a fine rousing majo 
chord struck full across the dreamy 
minor meanderings of a chanson by 
Debussy He would get her t 
come and have tea with him some 
Where after it was over. and they 
could talk together of World’s-End 
and some of the daylight things that 
Richard scorned, in happy and un 
disturbed Philistinism. One was al 
Ways happy with Mary And sud 
denly Randolph wondered why jt 
was that he had never fallen in 
love with het he was so preemi 
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The girl was of an exquisite vulgarity 
bit of femininity whose very bones seemed pliant. Au- 
guste was in ordinary evening dress for the first dance 
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nently lovable and so charming to look at She avenue rather mournfully. go b and then Randolph 
was the right age for him, too, just thirty-six, and lifted his stick at a cab drawn by a cocky little bay. 
liked the things that he liked, and loved World’s-End I wish I had some sugar sighed Mary as she got 
almost as much as he did—a strong bond But in in, and the vse turned his head to investigate ‘I 
the years that he had known her it had never once know that little horse wa omebod pet once. His 
crossed his mind to “fall in love” with her, though legs have been fired They old him for that, I 


there was no one for whom he had a stronger affe« 
tion And now all at once, like that, he found it 
strange that he had never done so, and wondered why 
it was exactly and whether she could ever have loved 


him if he had cared in that way 


UST here Mary looked at him, as though she had 
J felt the touch of his thoughts, and the little dance 
in her eyes quickened until it became like the dance 
of light on water, and she made the slightest motion 
with her lips which told him better than words could 
have done exactly what she thought of “The Daughter 
of Ypocras,” and Richard’s sarcophaguslike studio, 
and Mrs. Pierce-Hull and everything. He and Mary 
were so much in sympathy that they could often com 
municate in this manner without words, and it seemed 
stranger than ever to him that he had never “fallen in 
love” with her 
It was stranger even than he thought, for in these 
things there is often an unadmitted hypnotic force 
Which emanates from the apparently 
Mary had loved him all her life. 
“Taxi or hansom?” 


jmissive, and 


asked Randolph when he and 
Mary were in the street together. 

“Oh, a hansom by all means,” said Mary: I can 
never get too near to a horse, as you know only 
please pick out a good one.” 


They let three “pirates,” who were “cruising” the 


a slim, rounded 


«a 
en \ 
ad 


” cath 
aN 
a 





reckon.” 

Randolph was delighted to have Mary all to him 
elf Her Southern accent, not too marked, was the 
ound he had heard for a long time, and 
daylight.” He 
Richard mentally for that expression. It 


pleasantest 
she was so perfectly natural and 
thanked 
might have been invented for Mary 

To her he said 

You are certainly the most endearing person, Mary. 
Shall I stop somewhere and get you some sugar?’ 


UT Mary laughed and said no, that she wanted 
B her tea so dreadfully it made her selfish. 
“Well,” said Randolph when, in a far corner of 
a quiet place, Mary had been served with tea and a 
toasted muffin 
“Ah,” she replied, twinkling at him, “I see that you 
want me to unburden myself on the subject of Richard.” 
“You've seen a good deal of him this time?’ 
“N-no. I'm not up to Richard’s standard, but 
enough 
“You don’t think Europe has improved him?’ 
“Richard,” said Mary thoughtfully, “is like integral 
calculus to me—a mere name. Or perhaps I should 
say like the Fourth Dimension, only I believe you can 
see through all sides of a thing at once in the Fourth 
Dimension, and you can't see through even one side of 


Richard ( tis page 2) 
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The Yegg’s Ambition 


HAT I want,” said the lithe litthe man they 
called Farmer, “is an onion ranch!” 


A burst of derisive laughter greeted 

the remark without clouding the little 

man’s keen, smooth, brown face. He had a siort, 
square nose; a somewhat tenacious jaw; clean, white, 
sharp teeth; bright, intelligent, soft brown eyes. 
A meat-eating but not necessarily ferocious animal. 


“Farmer may be yer name, Dan, 
but I'll bet it ain’t yer nature,” re 
plied “Gorilla George.” “I'll bet 
there ain't nuthin’ yer know less 
about. Lemme ask yer somethin’: 
Did yer ever weed onions? I done it 
when I was a kid, and me back ain't 
straight yet. I can’t look at an onion 
patch without havin’ cramps.” 

“You raise onions!” cut in “Chicago 
Joe,” a round lump of a man about 
as big asa bishop. “A good sport like 
you talkin’ that way makes me tired. 
Hey, Terry, fill "em up again!” 

The three men sat in the back room 
of a cheap saloon in a Middle West 
ern city. The chandelier was swathed 
in fly-specked tissue paper; its light 
fell upon a table top, discolored by de 
parted drinks and calcined by burnt 
out cigarettes. Like men whom Time 
burdened, the three slouched in their 
chairs. “Gorilla George” was a 
“strong-arm man”; Farmer and Joe 


were “yeggs.” 


ARMER was a sort of middle-class 
F burglar, neither a Raffles nor a 

Bill Sikes. He had never worn a 
dress suit nor beaten a woman. Ethical 
considerations had little weight with 
him—he would not have known one 
had he met it in the street, but he 
believed himself as virtuous as the 
average banker, and was not without 
his own code. He had come to real 
ize that he was playing what must 
become, in the long run, a losing game, 
and, disgusted by the unrewarded toil 
that he had recently expended he was 
voicing his determination to quit the 
profession. 

“There’s nothing to it,” he ex 
plained. “Take me and Joe here. We 
rides all night on a coal car; we lays 
hid all day in the woods without 
anything to eat—bad management, 
you says—but we gets ditched from 
the first rattler we jumps and lands 
at the burg at daybreak ‘stead of mid 
night. At night we busts a black 
smith’s shop, and I steps on a horse 
shoe full of rusty nails. And some 
folks thinks horseshoes is lucky! 
Then we cuts out the bars of the 
P. O. back windows, and, incidentally, 
Joe nearly cuts off his thumb with 
the hack saw. We drills the safe and 
are just ready to pour the soup, when 

r-r-rip ! Some jay cop blows his 
whistle outside. He’s standing by the 
window ready to plug us when we 
comes out, so we leaves by the door, 
just in time to be chased down the 
street by a whole mob of happy vil 
lagers, waving shotguns, carving 
knives, and pitchforks. Lucky it was 
a dark night or we never would have 
made the track and caught a freight 
a mile beyond the town And some 
guys think we're idle and happy!” 

“Aw, drink your suds and don’t be 
a sorehead.” grunted Joe. “There's 
other cribs.” 

Farmer refused to be quenched. 

“I'm getting along a bit, and I’m sick of the whole 
damned game. There's nothing to it. I tell you. You 
work like a dog, scheme like a lawyer, take a chance of 
being shot. You make a haul if you’re lucky, and if 
you ain't, you spring a bloomer like we did the other 
night. If you get the stuff you have to lay holed up in 
a dump like this”’—-he spat in disdain—“and sooner 
or later some fiy cop gets wise, or some bull who 
knows you gets sore, or the captain wants to make a 
pinch for the good of things in general, and up you go 
for a stretch. Nice life, ain't it? Take it from me, 
I'm done just as quick as I can salt away enough to 
buy a little patch of dirt to plant in onions.’ 


traveling salesman Every time ] 


N. Wall 


BY FRANK SNAPP 


By R. 
ILLUSTRATED 


said George, “why 


* want to quit,” 
buy a saloon somewheres?” 
“That's the notion,” 








the front. on the south side 
and the safe 


Taking up a number of sapphires, he made them run like 
a stream of sea-blue flame from one fat hand to the other. 
**‘My beauties! I love you for a liddle before I put you asleep’’ 


her dressin’ table 
and the safe is right behind It’s one of 


mate business. 
listened ¢] 
Go to church Sunday and into politics the rest of the 


keeper ain’t got no chance no more, any more than any 
road that cut the railroad track 


‘latter made a sharp cury 


the kid back home The little 


i 
one 


her a pair of ‘sample’ shoes. I may he 


respectable D’ye think I want to 


bring up my daughter over a rum shop? Not on your 
father’s feelings , 

always have wanted to live in the country, | 
a little place down South that I « 


buy for three thousand, where the 
black dirt will grow onions as big as 
oranges, Some way I always fan 
cied myself raising onions. 

“Gee, I can close my eves and see 
myself setting on the porch in the 
evening, my sock feet in a rocker, my 
old pipe drawing sweet; the old 
woman a-darning, and little Katy 
getting ,her lessons! And stretched 
out in front of us I can see the long 
rows of onions growing green and 
making me an honest living! And 
no Worry about cops and no come 


backs!” 


: te little man’s soft brown 
eyes shone with the vision con 

jured up between walls fetid 
with stale debauchery. 

The bartender came in and gath 
ered the empty schooners with one 
hand as he mopped up the wet table 
with a towel that had evidently “seen 
its duty—and done it.” 

“Say, Terry,” asked George with 
apparent irrelevance, winking at Joe, 
“how many quarts in a bushel of 
onions?” 

“Search me,” said the Irishman; 
“but I kin tell ye how many gallons 
of booze in a barrel, and how many 
beers it takes to make a ‘bo think 
he’s funny. What?” 

They all laughed and our three 
musketeers sauntered out into the 
dusk, Joe and Farmer making their 
way toward the freight yards, George 
steering uptown for a crap game. 

“Yep,” said Farmer, “if we make 
good to-night I’m going to quit. That's 
flat I got the place all picked out 
and I wrote the old woman to pack up 

that I was going to leave the road 
and settle down. Now tell me again 
where that dame keeps her sparks.” 


a/ AREFULLY the two went over 
as the plans they had formed for 


turning up a country house a 
short distance outside the city. It 
was partly an inside job. That is, a 
housemaid friend of Joe’s had told 
him the location of the wall safe in 
which Mrs. Belmore kept her jewels 
had agreed upon a window to be left 
open, and had furnished him with a 
plan of the house Your professional 
burglar cruises no uncharted deep 

“Mind you, Dan, all we want is the 
necklace,” said Joe. “There ain't 
nothin’ else much ‘count, Maudie says. 
These Belmores are comers, but they 
ain’t come far yet He’s just turned 
his first big deal, and, to show off, he 
goes up to Chi and blows hisself to a 
$15,000 diamond necklace 

“Now. the family’s goin’ out this 
evenin’ for an auto ride The lady 
won't wear the stones They'll leave 
right after dinner and be gone two or 
three hours—down to the lake and 
back. There'll be a ladder’ in the 
garage, and the door unlocked. We 
puts it up to the third window from 
That'll let you into Mrs 
behind the mirror ovel 
The mirror swings out like a blind, 
them toys 


with a nail file 


Josely. asking a question or two 

to enter and open the safe having 

mechanical ability of Joe, who would re 

beneath Arriving at the railroad 

eaught without difficulty the selected 

freight. and half an hour later dropped off close ne , 
k where 


¢ Contii l j 
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COMMENT ON CONGRESS | 


lal T WAS on September 9 that the tariff By MARK SULLIVAN 8 satisfactory and successful institution. lil 














bill passed the Senate. Thereafter The Public Service Commissions of the | 

|| the Senate had no work to do except has had upon the Senate. The hope of various States are not usually manned by 

| the currency bill, and yet more than two passing the currency and banking bill gasmen, or electric railway men. . | 

nonths had passed, and on November 17 well before the end of the special session : 

| ns currency bill had been introduced in was very close to the President's heart Inefficiency 

the Senate. During all the intervening as long ago as last May, when he first  y WAS on the 31st of October that the 
charwomen and the rest of the me 





time the bill was kept in the Senate Com- started action on it. In his zeal for ex 
mittee on Currency and Banking. VPer-  pedition, the President was emphatically chanical force which manage the Capitol 
haps this could not be helped, and yet it right. He realizes that the economic ne- building in Washington were given their 


is unfortunate. If the bill had been be-  cessities of the country require a new’ pay for the month of June. This was 
fore the whole Senate during this because the regular appropriation 


had been exhausted, and an urgent 





period there is little doubt that 
all the necessary debate could deficiency bill had not been passed. 
This, it must be said, is one of 
might readily have passed earlier several glaring examples of sloppi 
ness and inefficiency of manage 


ment which must be charged up 


in the present session. As it is, 
at the time this is written, if 
against the Democratic party. 
The Mexican Policy 
RACTICALLY everyone ad | 
i) 


mires the dominating motive 


seems hardly conceivable that the 





bill can pass before the opening 


| have taken place and the bill 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| of the regular session on Decem 
} 


ber 2. It is hardly reasonable 























that the amount of debate which 





of the President’s attitude toward 
Mexico. Mr. Wilson regards as 


is desirable and necessary for the 
discussion of so important a bill 


should be compressed into less sassination as detestable. There 





fore, when he came into office 
and found in Mexico a President 


than fourteen days. If any 
amount of party pressure on the 
part of the Democrats should of two weeks’ tenure who had 
force the bill through the Senate achieved the office by assassina 


in so short a time, it would be at tion, President Wilson expressed 





the cost of enlightening discus- his repugnance. The easier course 

















sion. And yet no one can help would have been the one followed 

feeling that the bill could have by other nations and other rulers 

passed readily before this date, whose ethical sensibilities are less ] 
and that a large amount of valu- acute. President Wilson could t] 
able time has been wasted. To have taken the position that he feu 
a certain extent this is inher- found an acting government and tf 
ent in the cumbersome machinery that he was not called upon to Ly 
of our Government, which ought = — ABS See - express any opinion upon its char rf 


bok - acter. This would have been ; , 
Less Dignity and More Action ts s would have been sound i 


to be changed to accommodate it 


self to the constantly enlarging international law and according 






































amount of business done by the Federal measure. In so far as Senators have to the precedents of diplomacy. Indeed, } 
Government. Probably the Senate com- stood upon their dignity and have un the other course, which President Wilson 
mittee, which spent over two months on reasonably delayed, they have been very took, is said by those who know inter 
the bill, did not take more time than the much in the wrong. Well-informed per national law and diplomacy best to be 
members of the committee felt to be nee- sons know that the United States is not contrary to the rules and precedents. If 
SS seessary to inform themselves. No one can only approaching but is actually in a Mr. Wilson wins out in the long run, it 
inl fairly be charged with bad faith. Those commercial depression, the length and the will be a fine triumph. But it must be 
| Democratic members of the Senate com intensity of which can be very much les admitted that in the meantime the more 
|| mittee who have caused the delay by re sened by a good banking and currency ethical course which he adopted has Jed 
fusing to agree on a plan have been just measure, or can be made very much worse us into a very complex and embarrass 
Hl as conscientious in their convictions as by the lack of it. Every consideration of ing situation, not only with regard to 
| those who have been eager to rush the © patriotism calls for deference to the Presi Mexico, but also with regard to the I 
1 Administration’s bill through. And vet dent’s urgent insistence upon reasonable other nations concerned. Doubtless the 
|| it must be remembered that the necessity speed. It should be added that enlight Administration must have had the | 
| for currency revision has been known ened thinkers understand that this com feeling that when the United States | 
| ever since the panie of 1907, that in 1908 — mercial depression is not due to the re frowned upon Huerta his régime would 
|| an emergency measure was passed which cent tariff bill, nor to politics at all, collapse. But he has been a_ longer 
| terminates automatically in 1914, that but arises from economic causes that time collapsing than anybody antici 
| there has been an enormous amount of have been ripening over a period of pated, and it finally became clear that 
! discussion and investigation—once by a nearly twenty years. we must do something. 
Hi} = Se lal resigned of pe pe : '° Bankers or Laymen Next on the Program 
I | Europe for the purpose—all of whic 1 has aiaps ail : 
|| afforded plenty of time and material for | gee financial interests have claimed HE next large measure’ which 
| those Senators who knew they would be that the new banking and currency President Wilson will call to the 
| called on to deal with a currency meas system should be under the control of attention of Congress will be the anti 
l | ure. to inform themselves. bankers. More than twenty years ago, trust program. The Democrats call it 
H I when the Interstate Commerce Commis regulating competition, the Progressives 
| Hurry sion was founded, it was predicted that call it regulating monopoly. President 
i MUST be said that the postponement the transportation business of the coun Wilson has intended for nearly a year 
of the introduction of the currency bill try would be wrecked if put under the to bring this up at the opening of the 
in the Senate until the last few days control of a body not composed of rail regular session, and whether he will be 
of the special session represents a slight road men. And yet the Interstate Com able to do so now depends, of course, upon 
loosening of the grip which the President merce Commission has been preeminentls the progress of the currency measure. 


























tr 


er le Se a PRESSES gle te 
Bow < a \ ee Oe, Be?) 





g 
“a 














COLLIER’S FOR NOVEMBER 29, 1913 


WM is Wil UL mM dé ddd Led dec ddddeceecdcddedeeeaeeedttedeee a Willd ddd ddl VMMMMMMMuMha MMMvsé as 


MUU b addi Lsibimeulsduddddddddddcdddddddddddadddcaacacdddddddecsssddsadddddadsdddddssds CZ dai i LL LL bdddddddddddddddddddasddddddddaddddddibdddseissssadsiimdiia Nt, 


A “Temple of the 


Superwoman” That 


MM MI 


LW 


PRN NOY 


PRA 


Educates Girls 


Out of Doors 


RA VV _qwwQ aw xyw»w»2wWWAVVWWWWAVSH 


R® an annANDNWWW dW 


"eddie hh Wii Wl Z Whi WU MME 


The curriculum demands a daily nap out of doors 


SS 


a bddsusssdsdiéidddsddsdaddddddéédddddddéa 


S 


ROO 


YS 


WWNNNOW 


W 
SS 
SSD 
gan 
x 
ws 


8 


wes 


RM Aiw®AVNAVQAAW WADA qQUwU ws 


WA 


Z 
Y 
Z 
Z 
Z 
Z 
G 
ZG 
Y 
Z 
GY 
Y 
Z 
ZG 
YG 
Z 
Z 
GY 
Z 
Z 
Z 
Z 
Z 
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HE first of Bryn Mawr’s ‘Temples the walls, for all four sides of the pavil 
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Z 1 few minutes of calisthenics. , costume is preferred to skirts because it gives more freedom to the body and is warmer in winter 
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Yy The diverting dam that turns the waters of Stanislaus River over 150,000 acres of California farm land. It is 480 feet long and 80 feet high 















A Dam Built hi and Buss the Taxpayer ——— = 


AXPAYERS themsely and not a ' These irrigation districts are 
profit-seeking corporation Iuilt yoverned by a ln f five director 
the diverting dam that i pictured who are elected by the people very 
nhove The Oakdale and San Joaquin qualified voter has a voice in the 
irrigation districts in California raised manigement of the development In 
under the single-tax plan of assess efficiency and results the Stanislaus L 
ment, the $153,000 necessary to build) system is said to surpass many richly Y 
a huge reinforced concrete dam which endowed Government reclamation proj 
now is turning the waters of the Star ects. The dam is an arch type struc 
islaus River on 150.000 acres of farm ture 480 feet long and SO feet high 
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This is how the stage of an auditori- 
um at North Platte was set the other 


< . . - . , of Y 

i f - ~- 0, Y Z 

day when Uncle Sam gave away five Wg Z 
hundred and thirty-eight Nebraska , MLE EECCA cc llle WM 4 Z Me 


farms in a land lottery. he drawing — on . an . ‘ 

f . t ottery The . elt 4 The rotary table of an oil well near Taft, Cal., caved in a few weeks 
was rom nearly omvele s “ , 
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A Primary Class in Banking Reform 
SENSE OF PERSPECTIVE, of 

best. It seems especially so in the present agitation for a 

There is much sounding talk 
quarter 


proportion, is rare enough at 


new banking and currency law. 
of the mobilization of bank reserves and the “release” of 
of a billion or so of money now held under the present system; and 
how this would permit an expansion of credit of a billion or more. 
And half a billion of emergency currency is to be ready if the scheme 
does not work well. What would it all amount to if it were done? The 
addition of between 5 and 6 per cent to the banking credits of the 
country might bring some relief from the present condition of over- 
strain, but it might be very dearly paid for by the lessened stability 
of the banks. But is this the great end to be sought for? You can 
not create capital by law. You cannot by an act of Congress double 
the amount of loanable wealth in the United States. All a new law 
could do would be to create a greater fluidity of capital and a flow of 
that capital between different parts of the country. That could best be 
brought about in two ways: first, by the system of branch banking 
such as exists in every other great commercial nation in the world 


no other great nation keeps to our scheme of absolutely isolated units 
—and, secondly, by means of acceptances or commercial bills, which is 
simply a commodious plan whereby the National City Bank of New 
York could loan freely to an unknown John Jones in New Mexico or 
sill Simmons in Oregon. This system is equally in use in other great 
Neither of these two provisions is included in 
Instead there is a plan to attain these ends by 


commercial nations. 
the Owen-Glass Bill. 
means of twelve regional banks of discount, which would have an esti 
mated capital and aggregate resources equal to less than 10 per cent 
of the present resources of the national banks and less than 5 per 
cent of all the réporting banks of the country. We have tried to 
speak well of this bill, but as it stands it is only a partial cure for 
our present evils, and not the best possible. 


The Negative—A fiirmative 

NTO THE DARKNESS OF OUR DOUBTS as to the possibilities 

coutained or concealed in the proposed currency bill comes a ray 
of light. Senator Netson W. Aupricu of Rhode Island addresses an 
academic dinner held to consider the subject, and for ninety minutes 
rakes the extinct financial heresies of our politics. Populism, green 
backism, and the financial phantasies of the Farmers’ Alliance—all 
these feeble old ghosts walked the plank of his denunciation. The 
ninety minutes seemed rather long. And all these far-off arguments 
of political precedent and analogy were used by a master of the 
facts—for Mr. Atpricu is an authority on money and banking. His 
speech was essentially that of a strong politician exasperated at seeing 
others about to do the work that he had marked out for his own achieve 
ment. That currency bill must have a lot of good in it after all. 


Revising History 


W* READ THIS ANNOUNCEMENT in the newspapers: 

“The Government of Provisional President Huerta of Mexico is just as 
legal as the Government of Roosevett when he succeeded to the Presidency after 
the assassination of President McKINiey,” declared Henry LANE WILSON, form 
erly United States Ambassador to Mexico. 

This discovery ought to be graved in enduring brass as monumental 
as the effrontery of Henry LANg WILson himself. In other words, 
Rooseve.T and his friends had thrown McKINvey and Joun Hay into 
jail, with the result that they were killed by soldiers so as to defeat 
an attempted “rescue,” then Roosevetr would “legally” have become 
President of the United States! We doubt it. 
features of the Wilson quotation are the use of the word “formerly” 
and the close resemblance to the efforts of Baron MuNCHAUSEN. 


The most pleasing 


Teamwork 
HE SECRETARY OF 


to the members of the diplomatic service that the editor of a 


STATE occupies much the same relation 


newspaper occupies toward the correspondents sent on difficult: mis 
sions abroad. It is to him that the American in a foreign land has 
has to communicate, or complain 
He is the “boss,” for the 


“the honor to submit” whatever he 
of, or advise, however trivial or important. 
time being, the “old man”; and unless a Minister in a foreign capital 
knows that he has his chief's sympathy and confidence, his position 

completely cut off as he often is from his own people—is as impossible 
as that of a war correspondent in a similar position in the field. In 


the multiplicity of his interests, Mr. Bryan appears to forget that he 
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is at the head of a service—at least it has been supposed to be a sery 
ice—and has certain simple duties of loyalty toward his subordinates. 
In his amiable endeavor to allay the embarrassment of Mr. 


of Illinois, to whom Senator “Jina Haw” 


PINDELL 
Lewis is alleged to have 
offered the Ambassadorship to Russia with the understanding that 
he would get all the glory pertaining thereto but have no difficult 
work and not be bothered with it more than a year (somewhat as the 
substitutes are sent in to get their initials in the last few minutes of 
the football game)—in endeavoring to remedy this grotesque situation 
Mr. Bryan thus explains: 

The Ambassadorship to Russia is vacant, and the President has for some time 
been desirous of filling it by an appointment which would be entirely worthy 
of the great dignity and importance of the post. ... 
That is to say, we need a good man, and as there are no men good 
enough in the service itself, with all their 
diplomatic 
of a Peoria newspaper. 


years of training iy 
usage, we must go outside it and choose the editor 
With no reflections on Mr. Pinpeti, who 


may have rare gifts for picking up the technique of a new profes 


sion at a moment’s notice, could anything, on the part of a Secretary 
of State, be more naive or afford more striking proof of the curious 


usages to which the diplomatic service has been put by the politicians? 
Faith and Works 


HAT SCIENCE HAS ITS HUMAN SIDE appears in the strange 
case of CHARLES Darwin and ALrrep Russet WALLACE. Just 
as AMUNDSEN and Scorr reached the South Pole within a few months 
so did Darwin and Wat.ace arrive, quite indepen: 


of each other, 
ently, at the natural-selection and survival-of-the-fittest ideas; and 
though Darwin got most of the credit (“Darwinism” is a kind of 
synonym for the evolution theory), there was never a hint of jealous) 
WaLuace, who died this month in his ninety-first 
year, remained a radical to the last 
of 1848. Like the last of the Victorians that he indeed was, he held 
fast to his belief that things grow better in this crazy world. He was 


between the two. 
with something of the illusions 


sure that society would, in the not remote future, reach a higher level 
of justice and happiness and opportunity than has ever been known. 


WALLACE Was a pioneer—a brave spirit from dawn to sundown. 


The Segregation Fallacy 
_ HUNDREDS OF YEARS the world thought it wise to han 
dle whatever was socially undesirable simply by building a wall 
around it. So separate ghettos, pales, quarantines, or other confines 
were set for Jews, Christians, lepers, insane, or what not. This ancient 
precedent has become imbedded in our thought on social problems, and 
every so often some one tells us that the remedy for vice is segrega 
tion. It must be admitted that the idea of an orderly, well-regulated 


“quarter” seems much more solid and logical than these flighty “moral 
movements” with all their raids and parades, their sudden alterna 
tions of license and cruelty. But neither is constructive. The bald 
fact is that segregation means putting vice on a business basis with 
all that that implies as to advertising and creating “trade.” The social 
evil is to be made vart of our community life—an atrocious contra 
“segregate” typhoid or tubercu 


diction in terms. No one proposes to 


losis, and the losses from venereal disease are much heavier. We are 


going to do away with these things altogether. This seems a large 
order, but it must be remembered that the Orient is still complacent 


over dirt diseases which we have banished. Dirt is comfortable and 
self-indulgent, a part of “the natural order,’ but we found it too ex 
The constructive work required will take a long time, but it 
The goal was indicated in the report of the Chicago Vice 
“urs before, of a radical Western 


going to raise a 


pensive. 
will be done. 
Commission and in the speech, some ve 
Congressman who said calmly: “In my region we are 
generation of clean-living, God-fearing people, and we are going to do 
it without the aid or consent of any brewery or brothel on earth.” 


For the Game’s Ache 
WENTY YEA 


a technique, a show, 


RS AGO football was a game. To-day it is some 


thing else a patriotism, a frenzy—what 
you will, but it is not a game. At Princeton, then, for example, 
r class teams formed stray elevens 


those 


who could not get on the college o 
of their own and played one another or contended against teams made 
up of active young fellows from near-by towns. Some varsity mate 
rial was developed in these encounters, which were kept up through 
These gladiators furnished 


the winter until baseball began in March. 
and played 


their own clothing, were their own coaches and trainers, 
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in the open fields for sheer love of the game. 





that 
these were the days when Princeton defeated Yale by the largest score 


Be it remembered 
ever made on the Blue, and that against an eleven led by the invinei- 
ble HINKEY! 
fonder of his bath and his professors, an apter judge of fine linen. 


The college student of to-day is smoother, more urbane, 


He shows no trace of the rough times that followed the Civil War, 
nor of the privations of the early and middle nineties—he doesn't 


know What “hard times” mean. Golf is his game. Football is some 
thing we flock to see exhibited 
anthemum. We of an older, 


heads and grumble 


That Slit Skirt 
EK MUST REREAD 


the other so-called classics 


as artificial as a fourteen-inch chrys- 
own) shake our 


especially when we can’t get the necessary tickets. 


more heroic age (our 


PLUTARCH. We must of 


and not for antiquity’s sake, either. 


reread some 
TuoMAs OweEN of Topeka informs us (on the stationery of the “Kansas 
Farmer's” advertising department) that we are centuries out in say 
200 years old. 


ing the slit skirt is only Speaking of Lycurcus the 


Lawgiver and his times, PLuTarcnH relates (so writes Mr. Owen) : 


The skirts of the habit which the virgins wore were not sewed to the 
bottom, but opened at the sides as they walked, and discovered the thigh, 
as SopHOCLES very plainly wrote: 


Ntill in the light dress struts HerMione, 

Whose opening folds display the naked thigh. 
This passage of PLurarcn is well worth looking up for more than 
details of costume—eight or nine hundred vears before the Christian 
You may read there of the complaint made that women in those 
bold, 


mistresses of the houses they 


era. 
themselves 
wanted a 


times were too too masculine, too prone to make 


inhabited; and even “they 


the affairs of state.” ArIsTOrHANES satirized feminism in 


a comedy that is now twenty-three centuries old—and still acted! If 
reading, vou would better cut out 


share in 


you have time to do only “timely” 
the periodicals and read the Greeks. To them we owe (wrote WILDE) 


“whatever is modern in our life’—ineluding the slit skirt. 


The Reader as Dramatis Persona 

HE MINDS OF CERTAIN MEN move too quickly for the com 
their When 
acters are taken over into literature. the author must translate them 


mon grasp remarks need footnotes. such char 


to the reader. PLaro and Conan Doy.ie have hit upon the same device. 
Rach presents a star character whose mental processes are too deep 
and speedy for everyday intelligence. Socrares and Suertock HOLMES 
have this much in common: they live in a higher altitude than the rest 
Their lightning deductions 


of us. They toss off dark Orphic savings. 


from cigar ashes or the laws of beauty baffle the rank outsider. But 
the wily author takes pity on us groundlings; we are taken over into 
the body of the narrative and play our part there with the best. As 


SockATES rises to the height of his great argument, some stupid fel 
low, like Pouvs, interrupts with a query that checks the eloquence, but 


Clears the vagueness. He is sure to ask the very question you are 
bursting with. Socrares stoops to answer, and you are satisfied; for 
Portus is YOU. When Sruertock Houmes tells a man’s life history 


from his necktie, we acknowledge our density, but wonder how it is 


done. And then Dr. Watson voices our bewilderment and an ex 
planation is obtained. At times the author does us an injustice, 
and these vicarious sacrifices are even thicker than the reader. Sut, 


In general, one is heartily thankful for the interlocutor. 


Charity at Home 


HE ST. LOUIS “REPUBLIC” is leading in a campaign for “e 


healthier St. Louis.” This newspaper calls loudly for better 
garbage disposal, sanitary plumbing, the inspection of restaurants 
(an of the reforms. A worthy 


agitation, this: But doesn’t char 


waiters’ strike), and other 
we wish the “Republic” all success. 
ity begin at home? The St. Louis newspaper is a happy stamping 
ground for “Duffy's Pure Malt Whiskey,” “Dr. Catarrh 
Remedy,” “Eurepsia Tablets.” “Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com 
pound,” “Mayr’s Wonderful Stomach Remedy.” and a host of cruder 
quacks, The “ 
“GO Pimples 
Your Good 


echo 
Blosser’s 


columns are disfigured by such headings as 
Come Beauty,” “The Slim Woman is Winning,” “Retain 
“The Nerve Known,” “Dr. 
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery,” and all the catchpenny advertise 
ments that exploit weaknesses of sex. 
St. Louis.” why shouldn't the “Republic” clean out the garbage from 
Ms own advertising columns? 


Republic's” 


Looks,” Greatest Vitalizer 
In the interests of “a healthier 


Verbum sapientissimo. 
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Greed 


HAT IS THAT SICKNESS of the soul called greed? Is it truly 

mastering us, as moralists and prophets have been telling us, 
or can we rid ourselves of it, at least gradually? Very evidently we 
are aware of the disease, which is surely the first step to its eradica- 
Sir James Barrigz, in a powerful one-act play, called “The Will,” 
that takes forty minutes to act, briefly tells the story of a young office 
clerk who comes to a lawyer's office to make a will. His youthful wife 
is weeping hysterically at the mere suggestion of any instrument so 
grisly and harrowing as a will. 
ever, and wealth in abundance, but all that was best and sweetest in 
the lives of that voung couple has perished utterly and left two hard, 
cynical worldlings, mere shells of the souls that are dead. We go to 
see the play; we delight in it; we applaud. We pay high wages to Sir 
JAMES for his work and to JouN Drew for his. 


tion. 


Success comes with the years, how- 


That is to say, we want, 
we demand, this sermon, and we are ready to pay for it. We desire 
to be ever admonished—to pause in our headlong career for wealth. 
Yet always the scramble continues, the old point of view returns, and 
again, in Dante’s phrase, Curisr goes on being “daily bought and 
What cataclysm, what social revolution, is needed to show us 
If the Socialists have 


sold.” 


once for all how to turn our back upon greed? 


a cure, let them, in Heaven’s name, come forward. The trouble is 
that modern reformers talk like the old economists—without allow 
ing for the religious, the spiritual element, in human nature. Man- 


kind are not economic or political machines—not even ArisroTLe’s 
but passionate beings with higher natures ever 
Sir JAMes Barriz 


But if only a man would 


“political animals” 
anxious to be guided upward. 
former than all politicians put together. 
arise who could make Sir James’s preachment effective and really 


is a greater re 


rid our lives of greed, really simplify them: he would be the great 
liberator whom all the world waits to acclaim. And yet that man 
is slumbering or stirring in the heart of each of us, 


On Keeping Young 
K HAVE BEEN TALKING OF LATE on the advantages of 
We have urged youth to go ahead and be itself, 
But how can we prolong that youth? 
Need it vanish at, 
Theres is a way provided 
That way was long 


Books, travel, 


being voung. 
although it needs no urging. 
Is there a set age when it must disappear? 
Is it only the dawn flush ? 


say, 
thirty vears? 
by which the sun may be bidden to stand still. 
ago shown us by the noblest of our New Englanders. 
these will keep a man young, because they feed 
life. 
cowardice, drudgery of spirit 


society, solitude 


the sources of his They replenish the wellsprings. Ignorance, 


these dry him up before his time. 
An Investment That Pays 
ENNIS IS OVER WITH for the vear. 
The great, open out-of-doors which has been the training mas- 


ter to millions for some happy months is closing up its season. What 
? You, Mr. Hard-working Man, who have 


Golf is about at an end. 


are vou going to do about it 
sacrificed your few pounds of flesh to the healthful strain, and have 
received in exchange a tonic better than any drug in the Pharmaco 
povria, are you going, now that winter draws on, to let your hard mus 
cles soften, your clear eye dull, your quickened vitality slump and 
slacken? If so, don’t blame Providence or the weather because you 
fall a prey to tonsillitis or grip, or find yourself presently wincing 
from the tweaks of rheumatism, or hobble forth next spring feeling 
somewhat more than a thousand vears old. It’s all vour own fault. 


You will have wasted capital: the capital of bodily and nervous force 


which you have laid up for yourself by your summer's exercise. Why) 
not keep it up in the winter? Surely there is some sort of athletic 
opportunity in your town—club or squash or handball court, or 


Young Men’s Christian Association gymnasium. If there isn’t, there 
ought to be. Get busy and start one. Indoor exercise may not be as 
enlivening or quite as beneficial as outdoor play, but it is an in 
calculable number of at all. Of there 
is the familiar can’t-afford-the-time argument; but the ad 
vances this plea is usually the man who, about February, takes three 
weeks off to go to the hospital with stomach trouble, or gets invalided 
Three hours a 
bet- 


times better than none course 


man who 


off to a sanitarium to recuperate his depleted nerves. 

week in a gymnasium isn’t very much time to expend. Five is 
ter: but three, conscientiously adhered to, will keep the average man 
going and enable him to get through his winter's work in sound condi- 


tion. Give it a trial. It isn’t an amusement only: it’s an investment. 
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I hove 1 whaleback at Cleveland driven into a pier. In the circle below: The World’s Fair caravel, Santa Maria, storm-battered but sound, at Erie, Pa 


Vcc EE EEE. Wn 





| Counting up the Costs of 
_ Winter's First Blizzard 4 


y 1 erricta announced himself early to 
Z the Great Lakes region and the 


Central West with a devastating bliz 





“Area On the Great Lakes the storm 
ank ten ships and seattered twice that 
many alongshore badly wrecked The 
heavy snowfall that broke roofs and 


toppled over thousands of telephone and 








telegraph poles combined with terrific 
gules to add to the lists of dead and in 

















jured At this writing the total number 
Z of deaths directly traceable to the storm 
is estimated at ZOO The ships that went 
to the bottom all took their crews down 
with them. The financial loss probably 
j vill amount to &5,000,000 
ZY The photographs on this page xive 
j 1 few glimpses of the blizzard’s trail 
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In Cleveland: One of hundreds of tangles of wire In Chicago: Lake Michigan battering the Lake Shore Drive. Many acres of made land were washed away by the waves 
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| The Army School’s Artillery “Lab” | 
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One of the sixty shells. Each weighed Z 
Z 7 fifteen pounds and contained two hun- Z 
4 4 dred and fifty-two pieces of shrapnel Z 
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y ZY 
y ‘*Fire!’’ A snapshot made at Fort Leavenworth Military Reservation when Battery E, Sixth Field Artillery, was 
Z at target practice with loaded shells. The targets were two miles away. The percentage of hits was perfect 
g y 
Z VOME laboratory work of an extremely prac gets two miles away Kach projectile weighed fif Z 
Z ‘S tical (and possibly even timely) nature teen pounds and contained two hundred and Z 
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“White Hope 


ERE is an odd story of 
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morphine user Towns had eyer 


&  ) 
in odd man with odd seen. The man’s condition was 
ideals and odd adven pitiable, his dependence upon 
tures, whose virile per the drug so absolute that he 
sonality to-day backs a nation had to have a “shot” while the 


wide campaign in which not 
one indi- 


wy vidual in 


= America is 
27 | without a personal 
’ interest. y 


The most striking 
picture I get of this 
man is when he is sitting on a soap 
box opposite the French legation 
at Peking, in front of the com 
pound of a house upon which he 
has erected two signs in Chinese 
that read when translated: “Anti 


Opium Institute." The man _ is 


keeping guard over the signs. The 
i highest power in the Chinese na 
tion has sent him word that if 


those signs are not down by three 
o'clock in the afternoon they will 
be taken 

turned the impertinent 

i/lee same that the Government send out for 
Charles B. Towns the 
lives can best be spared from the 

And this man on the soap box, with only a 


down: and he has re 
intimation 
pulling-down job men whose 
service 
revolver in his lap and another on his hip, is just as 
The United States Min 
ister has washed his hands of him as a trouble maker 
nothing between him and death 


save his Georgia-born 


much alone as he appears 


There is absolutely 
for his American impudence, 
nerve. Yet there he sits, one lone white man, in the 
midst of four hundred million Chinamen, wait 
ing for the soldiers of the Empress Dowager to 
come and try to take down his signs. 

Leaving the man to his vigil, pausing only 
long enough to read the name upon his huge red 
Chinese visiting card, Tang Chai Li, which we 
find renders into English as Charles B. Towns, 
down to the 
history of 


we come back to America and 
heart of Georgia and look up the 
a boy on a farm, tall of frame and raw of bone, 
who has small acquaintance with books but a 
most remarkably aggressive disposition, coupled 
with rare firmness and great kindliness of heart. 
His specialty is the hardest job, whatever that 
happens to be. “If it’s too hard for one and a 
job that two can’t do, let Charlie tackle it,” is 
the plantation slogan. 


Towns and the Cure Meet 
breaks the horses and the mules and the 


| ¥ 
steers that no other will can conquer, and 


does it mostly without violence, by the 
coolest, strongest will and a courage that will 
take a dare from nobody 
But the farm gets too easy for Charlie, and 
he takes to railroading. Here he had to turn 
about and brush up his book knowledge: but he 
goes after the grammar and the arithmetic be 
tween hours, just as he used to go after a re 
fractory bull, and he cons and curbs them both 
and kicks them from him with contempt as for 
Thereafter 


aggressive 


something mastered and unfeared 
railroading yielded somewhat to his 
transportation problems 


flagged 


disposition, but when 


began to be halter broken his interest 
and turned to life insurance 

Charles B. Towns, with his threatening index 
with his prehensile 
that it 
insurance. 


finger, 
jaw, could 


hypnotic eye and 
granite gatepost 
need of life 
record of having written 


convince a 
stood in immediate 
When he had made a 
insurance than any other man had ever writ 
Mason and Dixon's line up to that time, 
York to do the thing again 

But he found something in New York which inter 
ested him much that stock 
It promised real excitement All the wild colts, and 
all the stubborn steers, and all the uninsurables he had 


more life 
ten south of 
1901, he came to New 
market 


more was the 


were as nothing to the horns and 
disposition of this tail-brandishing 


through the 


ever encountered 
hoofs and unruly 
which ran at large cafioned 
Manhattan 


Towns became a partner in a 


monster 
streets of 
Without a misgiving 
business. and what that business did to him 
is far too sad a tale to tell. But 
hung on three vears. At the end of that three years he 


lower 


brokerage 
Towns is game. He 


wisest. humblest men from Georgia in 
This 
if Towns had not been in humble mood 


was one of the 
all New York 


deed because 


however. was well—very well in 


he would not have listened to the man who caine and 


Everyday American Fighter 
Peter Clark Macfarlane 


whispered that something in his ear which makes him 
interesting to us now 

“T have got a “for the 
drug habit. morphine, opium, heroin, codeine—any of 
‘em. ‘We can make a lot of money out of it.” 

“That's a job for a doctor,” exclaimed Towns. 

“It's a job for a man with an almighty nerve,” re 
that. Ive got the 
formula It will most certainly cure ‘em.” 

Towns talked to bis family 


cure,” said the whisperer, 


sponded the other. “You've got 


The 
Ridiculous!” he ejacu 


physician about it. 


physician waved his hand. 
lated. “There is no cure for the drug habits 
is completely baffled by them.” 

“You certainly can 
known, who drifts through the first part of this narra 


Science 


cure ‘em,’ reaffirmed the un 
tive like a ghost and then disappears nameless because 
later he and Towns had a disagreement, and—Towns 
is very human. 

Mr. Towns they all 
agreed that there was nothing in the way of medical 
treatment that could take the drug hunger from the 
veins of any man or woman who had once acquired the 
habit. 
Oppose him—tell him a 


talked to other doctors, and 


Now this was exactly the way to rouse Towns 
thing is impossible, and he 





His specialty is the hardest job, whatever that hap- 


To cure the Chinese of the opium 
undertaking to him 


pens to be. 
habit seemed a reasonable 
will do that thing or break himself trying. If a drug 
cured of his habit, why, Towns 
that was all. He, the 
unlearned, was perfectly willing to try to do what the 


victim could not be 
would just like a chance at it, 


much-learned confessed they could not do. 


He Tackles the Impossible 
OWNS'S first move was to get his family doctor 


to agree to stand by him, to be responsible for 

the medical supervision of just one treatment 
His next was to get a patient. He did this by adver 
“Herald” for a addict 


There were two responses: one 


tising in the morphine who 
wanted to be helped 
with his arms and chest 


He was the first 


ecnalled to see him—a man 


literally covered with needle marks 


call was in progress, and Towns 
observed = the 
ously. 


operation  euri- 
The man was evidently 
of some refinement. An air of 
better days lingered in the manner of 
his speech, his dress, and his bearing 
Towns, in addition to being a man of 
will, was a man at heart. Were all drug 
sufferers like this one? he wondered—as hopeless, as 
abject, the obvious present wrecks of what had once 
happy, healthful lives? And could 
nothing for them? Nothing at all? Well, by Jupiter! 
would see what he could do for them- at 
least he would make this one contemplated trial, 


How He Roped His First Patient 


HE addict consented readily enough to make a 
test of the treatment, but dared not tell his 


wife By subterfuge they slipped him out of 
his home and to a suite which Towns had hired in 
the old Abingdon Square Hotel. They were three 
Towns, the unnamed possessor of the formula, and 
little vials 
from which were to be administered, at given inter 
vals, the powerful agents that 


been science do 


Towns 


the patient. The medicines were also three: 
were to undo in this 
man’s tissues the accustomed habit of a dozen years 
and set him free in a few 


among his fellows! 


days an unmarked man 


In five or six hours the patient became very restless: 
in two or three more he was threatening to go home. 
but Towns quieted him and went downstairs to sup 
per. Soon his unnamed partner came hurrying down 
in great excitement. 

“The patient is dressing to go home,” he said 

“Well, he'll not go,” 
ing his coffee. 


gulped Towns, swallow- 


“But we can't keep him against his will,” 
protested the formula possessor weakly. 

“But we will keep him,” declared Towns, rush 
ing upstairs. 

The man had fully 
packing his bag. “You 


me here,” 


dressed himself and was 
have no right 
he affirmed, vehemently. 
“I know we right,” 
are going to keep you just the 
And then he 
hand on the man’s shoulder, and said in such 


to keep 


have no said Towns, 
coolly, “but we 
same.” walked over and laid his 
a tone of quiet but thrilling determination as is 
easy with Towns but 

“My friend, you into an agreement 
with me and I am going to cure you or hand 
you a harp!” 


rare with most men 
entered 


The patient wrung his hands a moment, then 
turned like lightning to the mantelpiece on 
which stood, among other things, a vial contain 
ing a powerful sedative, and before he could be 
restrained had seized the vial and drained the 
whole ounce 

“Quick! An emetic! 
he seized the man. His partner rushed to obey 
“And a stomach pump!” added Towns. In the 
next fifteen this ex-life-insurance 
agent gave a remarkable—and a successful, else 
exhibition of life 
judged the time had 


commanded Towns, as 


minutes 


this tale had not been telling 
After which he 
come to send for his doctor. 


A Palpable Cure 
N the meantime his nerve-stricken partner 
| just at this 
the better 
treatment abandoned and the man sent home. 
“Not on your life!” affirmed Towns. “I never 
quit but one thing in my life before I whipped it: and 
that instance 
right 
“Is he in any 


saving. 


might seem 


was pleading to have the 


stage accomplice 


word 


was too recent to pile up another 
now.” 
danger?’ Towns asked, a trifle anx 
iously, after his doctor had concluded a very thorough 
examination. 
“No,” “his pulse is all right.’ 
“Then we go to it,” declared Towns decisively, and 
they did 
the formula possessor more and more chicken-hearted ; 
As the crisis ap 
a male 


was the reply; 
The patient became more and more violent, 


Towns more and more determined. 
proached, Towns had to have the assistance of 
hospital attendant as strong as two policemen, and 
the doctor, too, had to stay 


roll of the eye, or spurt or sag of the 


very close, watching every 
symptom, every 
pulse. 

At the end of forty-eight hours, however, the divide 
Was crossed and the man’s condition returned toward 
was offered a 


normal. He hypodermic of the drug 


Ver 
Was 
pon 
he 
the 
Wns 
uri- 
itly 
’ of 
of 
ing. 
| of 
rug 
as 
nce 
do 
er! 
at 
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without which he had been unable to live, and he 
After the fourth day he 
He has never taken morphine since 


declined it went home a 
eured man. 
“This is a cure,” declared Towns exultantly; “but 


it is not a practical cure. It can never become gen 


erally useful till we amend the treatment so as to 
eliminate all the suffering this man has been called 
upon to go through. We must get scientific help and 
work it out.” 

But this was easier said than done. No doctor 
would cooperate with an unschooled insurance broker 
either in the clinical or chemical study of a supposed 
drug treatment; especially when Towns utterly re 
fused at this stage to divulge the nature of the formula. 
But both the ever flowing sympathies and the un 
quenchable enthusiasms of Towns had been aroused. 
He saw and talked to scores of 
addicts—and the more he talked 
to them, the more determined he 
pecame to find a way to help 
them. He gave up all other 
pusiness ; he studied the Pharma- 
copia and Materia Medica ; he 
pored night and day for weeks 
and months over the literature 
of drug habits and drug treat- 
ments; and he began presently 
to consider modifications and in- 
novations in his treatment, but 
could only judge the value of 
these by test cases, and test 
cases wefe difficult to get. 


We’ve wandered far from home, sweet 
That dear remembered spot, | home, 


Capturing Another 


ACH addict approached 
kK wanted to know how much 
he would suffer in the 
treatment, and Towns could not 
assure them they would not 
suffer. 

But all the time these addicts 
talked among themselves. Soon 
through the whole underworld 
of New York Towns was known 
as the man who claimed to have 
a cure for the drug habit, and 
there was much speculation but 
no volunteers. Finally Towns, 
in the bitterness of desperation, 
literally kidnaped a race-track 
tout and forced him through the 
treatment. 

“When I get out of here and 
tell the boys what you've been 
whined the tout, 
worth 


doin’ to me,” 
“vour life 
twenty cents. They'll croak you 
in a minute.” 

Now Towns had not pene 
trated thus far into the under 
world of New York without 
knowing what it meant to defy 
the gunmen of this subterranean 
life just as well as he knew it 
ten years later on that morning 
When Herman Rosenthal lay 
dead upon the pavement of 
Forty-third Street; but he 
forced his medicines one by one 


won't be 


and hour by hour down the 
throat of the tout, and after five 
days sent him home a well man. 


A Thorny Path 
back, not 


HE tout sent 
gunmen, but confidence 


men, four of the biggest 
in New York, all drug victims 
and all wishing to be treated 
by Towns He treated them 
successfully. He was beginning to get on; but not 
with the doctors, nor with his partner. The’ partner 
Was impatient to make money out of the formula, but 
Towns was convinced the formula was commercially 
Worthless till it could be greatly modified, and, besides, 
his ideals were enlarging. He did not want to see 
the treatment 
the drug sufferers was too deep: he did not want to 
make money out of them: the poorer they were the 
more anxious he was to help them. In fact, he was 


commercialized. His sympathy for 


entering upon that wide, humanitarian dream which led 
him finally to sit upon the soap box in Peking, with 
the gun in his lap, defying the whole Chinese Empire 

Presently Towns heard that his partner was offering 
the formula for sale through a doctor over on the East 
Side. It was offered to his own physician for $50. 

“Here.” exclaimed Towns—‘for nothing!” And he 
Wrote out the formula. “But,” he added, “it isn’t safe 
yet. You don't dare to use it. Nobody does.” 

That is, of course, nobody except Towns, who would 
dare anything. All the time, however, he was work 
ing to relieve the treatment of its drastic features, 
Also, while keeping his 
courted the clinical ob 


and he made progress, too. 
formula carefully secret, he 
servation of physicians [le used to go and catch the 


Where some of us were gentlemen 
And most of us were nol; 

We've trod the path of dalliance 
And trudged the rover’s trail, 

We've spent some time in Arcady 
But more of it in jail! 
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doctors where he could, beg, plead with—all but ab 
duct—them to get them off to see his patients—as he 
began with them, as the treatment progressed and as it 
concluded, when he would challenge the doctors by 
every test known to science to find any trace of the 
morphine or its appetite remaining in the systems of 
the former addicts 


He Was Only Towns 
ITHIN two or three years the man was success 
ful in eliminating the distressing features of the 
original treatment. The formula was now pet 


fectly feasible; but—how to get doctors generally to 
that was the ques 


know of and accept the treatment! 
tion which honestly distressed this strange. earnest man 
Learned societies would have nothing to do with 





The Beach Combers 


By BERTON BRALEY 


The waving of the fronded palm;, 
The sleepy hush at noon, 

The wonder of the tropic night, 
The magic of the moon, 

The breakers of the coral beach 
That tumble into foam— 

By these enchantmen(s we are 

bound: 


You cannot call us home! 
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him: nor would medical journals admit him to their 
columns. He was not a doctor nor a scientist; he was 
only Towns. True enough it was that whenever he 
could get a physician to observe a few of his cases, he 


almost invariably won that physician. But there are 


over eight thousand doctors in New York alone. This 
individual method was too tragically slow. Thou 


sunds of sufferers were sinking into greater agony) 


and greater helplessness every yeal 


Dr. Lambert Opens a Door 


YT Towns was determined to work only through 
Y regular physicians of good standing, to do nothing 
professionally unethical, to keep his remedy from 

the hands of quacks and the taint of commercialism. At 
length he resolved to try going to the top, to select 
some one shining light in the medical profession and 
try to convince him, trusting the luster of his indorse 
ment to illuminate the whole medical world. The man 
whose indorsement Towns thought would carry the 
\lexander Lambert, pro 
Cornell University Medi 


highest candlepower was Ih 
fessor of clinical medicine a 
cal College, for years a visiting physician of Bellevue, 
and considered the best advised man in New York on 


drug habits and aleoholism Lambert, the eminent 


Oh, women wait for some of us, 
And wardens wait for more, 
But still we drift about the world 
From lazy shore to shore: 

For we have felt the tropic’s spell, 
And, spite of every call, 

We cannot drive our drowsy souls 
To free us from the thrall! 
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physician, received To the persistent layman, with 
an entirely open mind 

“You can see me at any time,” he said You can 
treat patients under my observation and I wi record 


the results.” 
After a few months of this. Dn 
“You have got hold of something. 


Lambert exclaimed 


Towns. Keep at it! 
Towns had no notion of doing anything else As the 
work went on the two men became fast friends It 
was this friendship which landed Towns on the soap 
box outside of Peking: for Dr 
mate of 


Lambert was an inti 
Theodore Roosevelt Roosevelt was then 
l’resident: Taft. after his services as Governor Gen 
eral of the Philippines, was then Secretary of War 
Cne of the curses of the Philippines was the opium 
habit. More than fifteen thousand users of the drug 
were known and registered by 
the Government. Bishop Brent's 
commission had just reported 
the awful state of affairs in a 
volume of many hundred pages, 
but in all of which there was 
no record or suggestion of a 
successful treatment for one of 
these unfortunates. 


Summoned by Taft 


NE day, down at Oyster 
O tay, Dr. Lambert told 

Secretary Taft of Towns 
and his treatment The Secre 
tary immediately invited Towns 
to Washington, and through the 
Surgeon General turned over to 
him three pronounced = drug 
cases, one a Chinaman, and two 
Towns treated all 
successfully. The 


Americans 
Secretary 
was for sending Towns at once 
to the Philippines at the Gov 
ernment expense: but Towns 
wanted to go at his own 
charges, and upon conditions 
Which the Philippine Commis 
sion did not accept 

In New York at that time 
was Samuel Merwin, just re 
turned from China and publish 
ing in “Success” magazine his 
great series, entitled “Drugging 
a Nation.” Towns told Merwin 
about the Philippine project 

“Why don't you go to China 
and fight the thing there? 
asked Merwin. “They have just 


= issued an imperial edict against 
. it and are undoubtedly in 
= 
» 






earnest should receive 


They 


vou with open arms 


In China 


T was estimated that 40 per 


cent of China's 400,000,000 
were afflicted with the opium 
habit or 160,000,000 


a The job was just 


enough to appeal to Towns, and 


people. 


about big 


he had just exactly faith enough 
in himself and his remedy to 
make him willing to go ove 
there and undertake it In 
Washington, Towns met our 
then Minister to China, Rock 
hill, who voiced the same idea 
as Merwin, and promised to do 
what he could to pave the way. 

Towns started from New 
York City in March, 1908S. Sam 
Merwin, a very billiken of good 
humor, Was the last to press his 
With him Towns had taken, be 


hand as he departed 


sides his “almighty nerve,” a stock of drugs sufficient 
to treat 10,000 patients. However, to assure its safe 
arrival, Towns separated his alchemy into three pot 
tions, which he dispatched by different routes and 
steamers. 

In due time he was in Peking, and Minister Rock 
hill was supplying him with letters of introduction in 
all possible directions; but, most important of all, to 
Tang Shao Yi. This particular letter Towns presented 
with high hopes. Was not Tang Shao Yi a 


of an American university, and most likely of all men 


vraduate 


to understand the curse of opium and to appreciate an 
American citizen's direct and practical proposal to 
help fight the great monster right in its lair? Mor 
over, was not Tang Shao Yi close very, very Close 
the Empress Dowager? Was it not his own brain that 
had framed the imperial edict which closed the smo! 
ing divans, which ordered the 10 per cent per annum 
reduction in opium production and ordered all opi 
smoking officials to give up the weed or their posi 
tions? 

Towns had not the 
Tang Shao Yi he 


demonstrations at once. And 


slightest hesitancy in telling 


would like permission to 
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ACK in the hazy 
standing out as a 
blackness of night, there is an image of 
a woman beautiful, radiant, yet 

grave and delicately formed 
lived but 


chasms of my 
light in the 


memory, 


young, 
I see her as clearly 
now as though she had yesterday. AS a 
child of seven, my aunt appeared to me a very beau 
tiful woman, and she must have indeed been so; the 
picture which used to hang on the wall! of the sitting 
room in the house on the old Kirkland Road was that 
of a truly beautiful woman I was old enough to 
judge of such matters when I saw it last. And again 
Dorothy, who might justi 


her daughter, my cousin 


fiably be mistaken for the original of that picture, 
is admittedly beautiful 

We were young, Dorothy and I It was a retired 
life that we lived, my 
Dwight, and his little daughter Dorothy, in the old 
We had little communi 


mother and myself, and Uncle 


house on the Kirkland Road 
cation even with the nearest neighbors, plain country 
people, and there was never a guest. There came one 
at last, to be sure, if he could be called a guest, 

The little church a mile away, old, vine covered, and 
forsaken looking: the gray, weather-beaten store, with 
its sagging roof, half a over the 
old plank bridge that little 
the somber and quiet huddle of houses that 


mile beyond, just 
spanned the shadowy 
stream ; 
kept it 
visited and 
desolation. The old 


company, was the world. feyond was un 


unknown, and might have been a vast 
house stands even to this day 
and has lost none of its dreamy aspect The same 
mammoth trees, 


shade about it: the same hollyhocks bloom by the 


grown even larger, still spread their 


garden fence: the same brook follows its crooked path 
through the pasture 
UR visitor came on a wild night in the late 
November of 1S77. 
that gray, cheerless day: a low 
bleak and dispiriting southerly wind 
How the old house creaked! I well remember that 


Darkness closed in early 
gloomy sky, a 


How it howled! 


little Dorothy and I sat snuggled in the big armchair 
where we had listened breathlessly while my mother 
read to us until darkness fell. She still sat by the 
window, the book open in her lap, hands loosely folded 
gazing dreamily out across the garden, now thick 
with gloom ; 
shadowy border of 

. 


watching the dimly visible form of a wolf as it slunk 


across the obscure pasture at the vague, 
the forest She may have been 
across the fading field from the darkness of the woods 
more likely she was transported to a younger and 


more colorific world Unele Dwight, tired out with 


his day’s work, had fallen asleep in his chair in the 
Aside 


niche by the fireplace. Dido dozed at his feet 
from the restless moving of the rats between the walls 
and under the floors, there was no sound but the wind 
noises—an arm of the giant pine raking against the side 
of the house, an old piece of conductor pipe beating an 
intermittent staccato on the corner of the woodshed 


¢ 


the rattling of the shutters and the whistling of the 


chimney. For a moment even these ceased, as though 


By Clifford H. Merritt 


ILLUSTRATED BY DOUGLAS DUER 


to take breath Dorothy snuggled closer to me in 


the deepening darkness. A moment, then somewhere 
way off in the east wing a door banged It was a 
signal The old pine lashed violently against the 
house; the conductor pipe pounded = threateningly ; 


every timber in the house creaked as a great gust 
whistled down the chimney and the black 


against the rattling 


of wind 
squall dashed itself vehemently 
window 
Immediately there was a quick, startling Knock at 
Mother, aroused from her 


A shivery blast of wet wind 


the door reverie, arose 
and cautiously opened it. 
gushed into the room; a tall, dark form crossed the 
entered and shoved the door 


With calm 
comportment he asked for the man of the house, but 


threshold; uninvited, he 
shut against the driving wind and rain. 


it seemed to me that I could see a ghastly fierceness 
in his face even in the dying light Uncle Dwight, 
smothering a yawn, arose, blinking his eyes open. He 
seemed unable at first to make out the vague form 
standing there, but when the man spoke I could see 
my uncle start as though some one had slapped him 
smartly. 

The man was a stranger in the land and wanted 
Would Uncle Dwight 
would roll up in a 
Unele Dwight 


shelter from the storm give 
him a bed for the night, or he 
blanket on the floor. Shameful to say, 
demurred; he seemed reluctant to keep the man. He 
made numerous excuses and suggested the next neigh 
bor The storm rage] now, the rain beat fiercely 
against the house, and it seemed a sin to send a man 
forth into it 


it. Several 


The stranger was plainly loath to face 
minutes elapsed Mother, in the mean 
time, had left the room, and she presently returned 
with the belated lamp there had 


no light in the room but the flickering glow from the 


Previously been 
fireplace: and the fire had burned quite low, so low 
that I had able to observe that the 
stranger wore a long coat and a beard, Mother sug 
minutes to put 


been hardly 
gested that it would take but a few 
the north room in order 


, i ‘HE lamplight revealed but little of the stranger’s 
countenance He had not removed his drip 
ping hat, which was drawn low over his eyes, 

and the lower part of his face was concealed by his 

collar, which was pulled up over his chin But one 
could see that beneath his great coat there was the 
fine figure of a man; a man of action Had I been 

a little older I would have known at once that he 

was a man who had traveled, who had seen much 

of the world But I was not too young to perceive 
the change 
blood rushed to his face and as suddenly ebbed, leay 
ing it as colorless as beech ashes He staggered un 


certainly, and his groping hand found the back of a 


which instantly came over my uncle. The 


chair. 


He grasped 
solid thing in the world: then he’ drew 
together. But, after all, it was nothing: 
Dwight had 
attacks of giddiness for several years. 

After what my 
could not 
and the man now asked for a lantern, that he might 


t as though it were the only 
himself 

Unele 
been subject to occasional sudden 
Dwight 
refuse the stranger shelter for the night, 


mother had said, Unele 


stable the horse he had left at the post: but saying 
that he would lighted the 
lantern himself and staggered out into the wailing 
night. 


attend to it, my uncle 


Before the door latched behind him the wind blew 
the lamp out, and as darkness had settled in earnest 
by this time and the fire had died down to a dull bed 
of coals, it left the room very dusky. The guttural, 
whistling draft in the chimney fanned the coals to 
low, short-lived flames, causing shifting shadows to 
grow on the wall, large, black, and distorted. Dorothy’s 
arm stole around my neck, and she snuggled with her 
The stranger had 
taken the seat which Uncle Dwight had left and was 
presently with mother 
tried to make friends with Dorothy and me, but while 


[I for some reason felt a childish distrust of him, Dor 


head nestled close to my shoulder 


conversing easily Shortly he 


othy, who was usually shy with strangers, accepted his 
advances at once, and he soon had her on his lap 
Time passed, half an hour and an hour, but Uncle 
Dwight did not from the barn Nothing 
that. Ile was often at the barn an 
hour in the evening, making the stock comfortable for 
the night. Why might he not wait at the barn for 
the storm to abate? The 
notice, though he looked at his watch once. 


RESENTLY I glanced slyly at the clock, making 
sure, first, that mother’s eyes were not upon me, 


for it was much past our bedtime, Dorothy’s and 


come in 
alarming in 


stranger seemed not to 


mine. I saw that it was about to strike the hour of 
nine, and was glad to see mother leave to prepare 
the room for the stranger; I was not sleepy a_ bit. 
Dorothy, in her childish way, was talking playfully 
with the stranger in her most amusing style, while 
her little fingers buttoned and unbuttoned the top of 
afraid of him 
pricking up my ears so as not to miss a word. 


now, and was 
Mother 
wus gone some little time, and before she returned 
Dorothy 


the stranger’s lap, her 


his coat. I was not 


became quiet and snuggled comfortably in 
arms around his neck. The 
stranger himself, I could see, was becoming drowsy, 
and when mother returned he yawned audibly. Being 


out in the wind always made him sleepy, he said 
apologetically 

“These children should have been abed this hour 
and more,” mother said, frowning at the clock. 
It developed then that the stranger had been a child 
“They 


I was always made to go to bed immediately 


once himself, for he said have my sympathy. 


supper when I was a child, but it is not nature for 


a healthy child to sleep as long as that, and it wouldn't 
be long before I would crawl! out of bed and squat 


after 
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flashed 
that 


dewn on the rug by the fire.” A soft light 
into his half-closed 
the fairies were holding a party on the rug, and some 
that I 
had deserted, 


eyes Sometimes I played 


times I would play was a pirate captain and 


that all 
the ship with my 
There were 


the crew leaving me alone on 


imaginary bags of gold piled high 


about me. times, too, when one of out 


neighbors, Who was a great hand to tell yarns, would 
and this was a great treat, 
father’s close to the 


word said He 


come in for the evening, 


stole down into room, 


that he 


for if I 
chimney, I 
wus il loud talker.” 

I should like to have heard more, but mother took 


could hear every 


advantage of a pause to hurry us off to bed 

And Uncle Dwight had not returned from the barn. 
that 
breakfast morning. Of course we 
asked many had 
answers, and the stranger fed our imaginations with 


Neither did he come in night, nor was he at 
the next 


questions, but 


children 
mother reassuring 
rare stories. 

HE storm had passed, the sky had cleared, the 

sunrise was without a flaw, and the world was 

the brighter for its scouring. It was too fine 
a day to be dawdled away about the house, and in 
the afternoon, while Dorothy, who was only six, was 
I wandered out into the fields I 
soul on solitude in those days, and 
before I 
the edge of the forest 


having her nap, 
loved to feed my 
it was not long wus Weaving a wreath of 
the brightest 
I looked up from this fascinating occupation 


Imag 


lenves at Ocen 


sionally 
to observe a squirrel or a crow or other bird. 
ine my surprise to discover Uncle Dwight stealing 
toward me through the trees, slipping from shadow to 
shadow like some hunted animal. I knew not whether 
from him, or merely to pretend not 


like Uncle Dwight to approach 


to run to him or 


to see him. It was 


one in that way; he 
never seemed to look 
at the world openly 


But why should he 
steal upon me, a child 
of nine, in that catlike 
fashion? It frightened 
me. He came on, stop 


ping every few steps 
to listen and peer 


around, and TI sat there 
among the leaves and 
heart in 
He gained 
large 


rods 


waited, my 
my throat. 
the shelter of a 
pine tree a few 
away, and there he 
several 

Then he 
came 


stayed for 
minutes. 
stepped out 
quickly teward me. 
“Don’t run, Mary,” 
he said, “I want 
to do an errand for 
me. Don’t sup 
pose you can get me 
eat? I 


you 


you 





something to 


um starved. I have 
had nothing to eat 
since yesterday. Lis 


ten! Don’t let anyone 
see you get it, and 
don’t tell anyone that 
you have seen me or 
where I am.” 

“Why ?’ IT asked, and 
when he did not an 
swer, again: “Why?” 

“Never mind, child,” 
he said, “but do as I 
suy and hasten.” He 
seemed to fear that he 
had not sufficiently im 
iressed the 


necessity 
of secrecy upon me 
“That man has 
here to kill me.” he 
added. 


S L hurried toward 
the house IT pon 


come 


dered the thing 
over, but it was too 
much for a child. Why 


had Unele Dwight con 
cealed himself in the 
Where had he 
Spent the night? 1 


forest? 


remembered now that he was wet 


and muddy, and that his clothes were torn. Why was 
he In such fear of this stranger? 
I sneceeded in getting away from the house, with 


“ome sandwiches and cakes wrapped in a paper, with 


ou ing ' aa : 
t being seen. Unele Dwight was waiting for me 


at the edge of the 
lunch. 
Instead, he 


woods, but he did not open the 


made many perplexing inquiries about 
the stranger 
“If he is still there in the morning he snid at last 


Mung some bread and things, and leave them in that 


Nov. 2 


The stranger had been too quick for him. 


FOR NOVEMBER 
ie You are a 


one knows that you 


29, 


goo girl, Mary Be 


have 


old hollow il 
that no 
I went back to the house resolved that no one should 


sure 


seeh me 


hiding, 
was all a-tingle 
with excitement and much pleased with the little part 
I had played 


Dwight 
sword I 


hear from my lips where Unele wis 


not even at the point of a 


This was an adventure such as mother 
read about to us in the books 
after that no 
of the stranger escaped me 
Ernest Potter, he told us, 


Needless to say, word or movement 


wus his name 


, I SHE next morning it was raining again, and Mr. 
Potter was still there. I wondered how I was 
going to get the sandwiches and » the 

hollow Mother, I would not hear of my 

going out in the storm. excuse could I 


cukes t 
knew, 
What make? 
Or if I went without excuse, how explain my absence? 
Dinner 
dwindled and I had not problem. 
The rain unabated. I thought of Unele 
Dwight out there in the woods, cold, wet, and hungry, 
waiting for me. 
My conscience 


o 
log. 


time came and passed, and the afternoon 


away, solved the 


continued, 


began to trouble me. I must go 
Dorothy and I had withdrawn to 
the hall with some of our playthings, and she had 
fallen quiet over a toy puzzle. was I try 
ing to solve a much more vital puzzle that I failed 
to hear Mr. Potter enter the sitting room. The door 
between the sitting and the hall wide 
however, that hung in the 


at any cost! 


So buss 


room wis 


open, and the portiére 


could see 


doorway was so loosely drawn that we 
into the larger room. Dorothy must have heard 
him, for suddenly she cried out: “You mustn’t kiss 


my mamma,” and ran across the room to where the 
stranger stood before the portrait of my aunt. He 
snatched her up and kissed her passionately, while 





In his hand he held 


a smoking revolver, twin to the one he had given Uncle Dwight 


all the hard lines of his features softened and melted 


I could see then what he must have been when he 


was younger, 


Al) the stranger kissed the portrait, or had Doro 
H thy only imagined that he was about to do so? 

Why should he kiss the portrait of my aunt? 
More likely he had merel)s 
to examine it. 
sinking and darkness would soon 
Why did I not 
and 


The sun was fast 
hasten to the 
thought 


be upon the world 


woods with the sandwiches cakes? I 


stepped yp « lose, the better 
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that the opportunity 
had arrived at last 
to do so. Mr. Potter 
had gone to the barn to 
care for the stock for 
the night, and I made 
an excuse to go out to 
help him, 

I had the 
Dwight 
cloak, 


woods. 







lunch for 
concealed beneath my 
and I hastened to the 
There was no one in sight: 


Unele 





Unele 
Dwight was not there, so I carefully tucked 
the package away in the hollow log It was 
barely large enough to admit it. I had fancied 
that Uncle Dwight would be there waiting for 
me, gaunt and hollow eyed. I turned slowly 
around and looked all about me and called his 
name softly. twice or thrice, but there was no answer 
It was getting dark in the woods and I 
I hurried back to the barn and 
milk the cows. 


was afraid 
watched Mr. Potter 


T RAINED again the next day, but I managed to 
I steal away to the woods with sandwiches 
tucked under my cloak, the same as the 
day before. The lunch of the day previous had been 
taken from the log. I had half expected to find it 
still there. As Uncle Dwight did not appear, I ran 
back to the barn without delay. 
The next day was clear, so I 
uway early in the afternoon. 
still in the 


and 
cakes 


was able to steal 


The lunch of yesterday 


was log just as I had left it I was 
frightened. What reason could there be for Unele 


Dwight’s failing to get it? Had he in fear withdrawn 
still deeper into the forest, or had he 
entirely. I would wait a while. I sat on the log, 
shivering with my thoughts, when I heard a dull thud, 
a crackling of twigs, and rustling of behind 
me. Startled, I lost my balance and slipped from my 
seat. I looked back into the shadow of the 
my heart in a flutter. There Unele Dwight 
sprawled upon the ground where he had fallen. He 
was tediously gathering himself up. He got to his 
feet, staggered toward me a few 


forsaken us 


leaves 


woods, 
wis 


steps, and then was 
When it had passed 
he sank down on a stump exhausted, and after several 
minutes called to me. He seemed to be all right again, 
and when I approached him the first question he asked 
was whether the stranger was there yet. 

“Did he tell what his 
asked. 

“Oh, yes,” I replied: “his name is Mr 

He frowned at that. 

“Have you ever heard him speak such a 
Mayo Grote?” he asked. 

And after that had I ever 
Genoa: of Cow Pens? Did 
his left ear? 

“No,” to all of them. Then he was taken with an 
other spasm of coughing. It was a frightful, gagging 


seized with a spasm of coughing. 


you name was?” he next 


” 


Potter.’ 
name as 


heard him speak of 


he-have a sear back of 


cough, and when it had passed it was several min 
utes before he could speak, 
“T have caught a little cold,” he said. “Can’t you 


run to the house and get me some quinine? It is in 
the little box on the third 
the pantry. You 
Now be sure that 


shelf in the cupboard in 
indeed, a child, Mary. 
this time 


ure, good 


no one sees you 


AROSE, turned about, took a step toward the edge 
| of the woods and halted. There, not 

away, standing in the 
mother. 

she sternly, “I 


more than 


a rod shadow of a large 
maple, was my 

“Mary,” 
for stealing my 


you 


ought to 
cakes, but since if is for 
will not Dwight 
are sick. You will go home with us now 
right to bed.” 

“I can’t,” 
understand ? 


said punish you 
that 


Hood, you 


him 
have taken them I 
and be put 


“Don't 


man is? He 


Dwight feebly 
who that 


said Unele 
Don't you 


you 
know 
has come here with evil intent.” 


“You have been working too hard,” said my mother 


“You are mistaken. Mr, Potter is not a man who 
would harm anything.” 
Then she helped Uncle Dwight to his feet, and 


grasping him firmly by the arm, started toward the 
house. He protested at every step, feebly and futilely 
We had to 


and the house for Uncle Dwight to rest, or he would 


stop many times between the woods 
be shaken with one of his spasms of coughing The 
house No doubt he had 
into the fields or to the village, as was his 


straight to 


stranger was not af the 
gone out 
custom in the afternoon My uncle went 
his own room while mother steeped some boneset tea 
and made mustard plasters 

You that IT watched M1 


closely evening, to see if he let 


can be sure Potter very 
that 
of Mayo Grote or 
I had learned 


and me to bed promptly at 


slip the name 
behind his 


mother put 


Genoa, or had a sear 


ear, but nothing when my 


Dorothy 


o'clock 


eight 


As Uncle Dwight had grown worse by the next 
day, mother sent me to the village for the doctor 
The stranger had not known that my uncle was in 
the house until the doctor came, and then he was 
very solicitous. He wanted to know if there w ot 
something that he could do 5 





and more Overlands than all the rest 

of the world put together. Today 
65,000 Overlands are giving satisfactory 
service on American farms and ranches. 
And if ever an automobile must ‘‘deliver’’ 
it’s on or around the farm. 

A large percentage of our 1914 output 
of 50,000 cars will be bought by American 
agriculturists—the men who are substan- 
tially the backbone of America. 

One of our largest western distributors 
has contracted for 5,000 Overlands. This 
is significant and typical of the West. He 
would take more if we could supply them. 

The American farmer is a practical 
man. He does a practical work and re- 


r “MHE West consumes more automobiles 
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quires practical aid re 
for both his work ind his 
it’s for pleasure of. busi 
shrewdness, keen julgme 
a very high degree of int 
This is the ciibre 


than we can make then. 
Take your ti) fro 
farmer! You willtever 
In our 1914 model 
increased the value ;nd a 
price. 
The motor is large 
lower. q 
The wheel bast is los 
is lower. 


The Willys-Overland Cor 
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ecilation from the West 


al aid reliable equipment 
ork ind his play. Whether 
re of. business he exercises 
en juigment; and buys with 
gree of intelligence. 

e cilibre of men who are 
)verlind—buying them faster 
be then. 

r ti) from the American 
willtever regret it. 

914 model we have again 
alue Nd again decreased the 


ot is larger—but the price is 


] bast 18 longer—put the price 


The tires are larger—but the price is 
lower. 

There are electric lights through- 
out—even under the dash—but the price is 
lower. 

It is magnificently finished in dark 
Brewster green, with running boards and 
wheels to match, trimmed in polished 
nickel and aluminum-— but the price is 
lower. 

Then there are such high grade finish- 
ing touches as Timken bearings, a jeweled 
Stewart Speedometer, a larger steering 
wheel and deeper upholstery. 

It would pay you, no matter where 
you live, to investigate. Handsome 1914 
catalogue on request. 


ndCompany, Toledo, Ohio 


Complete 


f. o. b. Toledo 


With Gray & Davis Electric Starter and 
Generator—$1075 


35H.P. Motor 33inchx4inch Tires, Q.D. Storage Battery2Ammeter 


Timken Bearings Turkish Upholstery 
114 inch Wheel Electric Lights 

Base Clear Vision Windshield 
Cowl Dash 


Mohair Top and Boot 
Stewart Speedometer 
Electric Horn 


( $1250 Completely equipped. Duty paid. 
’ $1425 with Gray & Davis electric 
| starter and generator. Duty paid. 


Canadian Prices: 
f. o. b. Toledo 
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4 Pickups & Punts 


By Grantland Rice 
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Brickley 
HIS last June a Mr. Brickley of Harvard 
went West for a summer job near Chicago. 
He took a number of household goods along, 
but one of the main effects among his Lares 
and Penates was a football. 

Mr. Brickley was already rated as a fair exponent 
of the elusive art of propelling the oval from the 
point of one’s toe over some rival crossbar. He was 
better than anyone else in sight, but he wasn’t as 
good as he wanted to be. And, in addition, he wanted 
to take active measures to insure the retainment of 
his skill. So for an hour or longer every day through 
the summer Mr. Brickley practiced lifting the ball 
over an improvised crossbar. 

A few weeks later, upon a certain rainy, muggy 
afternoon in November, he found his eleven sorely 
pressed and badly crowded by Princeton’s battling 
horde of Tigers. 

But a sudden break of the game developed through 
a blocked punt, and the chance was allotted to the 
same Mr. Brickley to save his mates. Conditions were 
almost impossible. The ball, wet and heavy, weighed 
seven pounds. He was standing in mud and water, 
and a rainstorm was beating his singularly earnest 
countenance. But he made good just the same. Now 
Brickley might have kicked that goal anyway even 
if he hadn’t seen a football all summer. But it’s what 
we often term in polite circles a popeyed cinch that 
three months of preliminary practice didn’t take any- 
thing away from his chance that day against the 
Tiger, who was beaten by that one blow. 

Moral—Be sure you are right, and then try and get 
a good bit better before you take the final dive. 


Football and Weather 


? I SHERE is one spot at least in which baseball 
carries a mighty edge over football. We re 
fer here to weather, climate, or grand old 

Nature in the act of kicking in with a sudden 

whim. In baseball a rainy day merely means a 

double-header. In football it means Gehenna in mid 

season form. 

All through the hard grind of a preliminary season 
Princeton hammered out an attack which consisted 
in the main of a sudden shift and Hobe Baker's alert- 
ness in a broken field. Speed and quick starting were 
the main principles at stake, for she lacked the power 
shown by either Dartmouth or Harvard in assaulting 
a defense. 

And then, when Dartmouth and Harvard come 
along, they are accompanied by a combination cloud- 
burst and tidal wave, and the Tiger attack is left 
spinning on its ear, unable to score. 

Probably Dartmouth and Harvard would have won 
anyway, but it is a rude wallop from Fate that 
places an eleven, depending upon speed and shifti- 
ness, ankle deep in the ooze through at least two 
of her championship games. 

Explanatory 
Old King Cole was a merry old soul 
Bereft of all fatigue; 
But he never was president in his life 


Of the National League. 


“The Good Old Days’ 


S YME expert arose recently to remark that while the 


football rules have been changed, conditions now 
are about as they always were. 

Evidently, for one example, this citizen doesn’t 
recall the Gash between -Church of Princeton 
and Sweetland of Cornell—two giants of the old 
régime. 

Before the game both happened to be standing close 
by in the lobby of the same hotel. “Say.” remarked 
Church. “where's that big guy they say is as good a 
man as I am?” 

“Here he is, you squint-eyed mutt !” 
land as he swung Chureh around by the shoulder 
“Have you ordered your coffin yet i 

And that day both Church and Sweetland were 
ruled off the field every four minutes for slugging, but 
were permitted to return when the other swore that 
he hadn’t been touched and begged that his rival be 
left to finish. 

And at the end of the game they left the field arm in 
arm when a post-mortem revealed that between them 


unswered Sweet 


they still had four good teeth, one eye, and half an 
ear that hadn't been completely demolished in the 


afternoon's play. 





The Half Back’s Dream 


HIS is the dream the half back had when the 
final game was done; 


The back who had starred through the rough cam- 


paign with many a brilliant run; 

The back who had shattered many a line and fought 
with a tiger's soul, 

Who had ripped and smashed and hammered and 
slashed his way to the distant goal. 


He looked on the white-chalked field again and heard 
his signal call 

tnd swinging low for a daring dash he reached for the 
well-passe d ball: 

But just as the wan he yond seemed clea just as he 
reached the line, 

{ guard by the name of Calculus broke through and 


cracked his spine. 


He sivung to the left for a sudden shift, but finished a 
gory wreck, 

For a bloke named Horace hurled him back and sat 
on his thick red neck; 

And Pliny, Catullus, Euripides—and all of the old- 
time host 

Surged in with many a savage welt in the place where 
it hurt the most. 


This is the dream the half back had when battered 
and sore and weak 

He dropped the ball with a howl of fear and fled with 
a piercing shrick ; 

“T thought.” he yelled, “they had changed the rules 
making the game less rough 

But a bunch of muckers have come again, pulling the 


old-time stuff. 


And He Wasn’t 


NE of Frank Chance’s youngsters had just faced 
Walter Johnson twice—to strike out twice on 
about seven pitched balls, The seventh inning 


was on and the Yanks had massed two scratch hits 
and gotten one man to second base. 





“What's the big Swede got to-day?" said Chance to 
Zeider. 
“Not a thing.” remarked Rollie. “The big stiff hasn't 


got anything at all.” 


The youngster heaved a mournful sigh. “What's 
the trouble, kid?’ queried his manager 

“Nothing much,” said the Busher. “I was just think 
ing that if that pitcher out there ain’t got anything 
to-day, I ain’t going to be in this league very long.” 


A Song of the Offtrail 


ERE'S another one on yes, another Thanksgiving, 
For those of ws lucky cnoungh to be liring 


No let us get maudlin, as vagabonds will 

Who are long on self-pity and hitting the pill 
Or pulling old dreams that are all out of rhime 
Foraotten, long-vanished, or dusty with Time 


Old dreams from the years that are now dim, undated 
Of home and a mother and some one who waited 
To greet our return from the laurel-qrown track, 

But who waited in vain, for we lost the way back, 

Or cnmeshed in the game with the hands dealt bu Fate 
The clock struck aqatn and we found it too late 
Thanksgiving—well, even a hapless tailender 
Should have at least s 
ind though off the trail that we once hoped to know, 
We might hare been under it sir feet oi 

No here in the light where the phantoms disperse 
Here's looking and thanks that it wasnt all worse 


mething of thanks he can render. 
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Brains and Sport 


oe WHAT extent do sport and brains assimilate? 
We have known ball players who on the field 


had all the wisdom of an Aristotle. the shrewd 
ness of a Disraeli, the genius of a Napoleon; but who, 
outside of baseball, didn’t have brains enough to stroll 
in from under a cloudburst. 

On the other hand, take the case of Fred Merkle of 
the Giants. No contender in the game has been so con 
sistently labeled a “bonehead.” He has been branded 
as solid ivory from skull to‘hoof. Yet of the 400 Big 
League players there are not a dozen enrolled with 
anything like Merkle’s brain attached to their 
of thought. 

Theregmre not a dozen—or half a dozen us well 
read, @& studious, as logical in debate or as wise in 
us mane different things that pertain to what we 
term existence. 

Merkl®, outside of baseball, would stand high as a 
citizen @f general knowledge and understanding. But 


domes 


on the field there are dozens who don’t know the dit 
ference between calculus and Catullus, but who can 
outthink him two to one. 

Frequently too keen a brain is a handicap in sport, 
for it produces too great an imagination, and im 
igination is fatal to success. One of the hard 
est contenders in the world to beat in any game 
is a youngster who gets going. for he doesn’t 
know enough to understand where the psychological 
pitfalls wait. 

Mathewson, Collins, and others are smart off the 
field as well as on. 

But this rule doesn’t apply to all. We have known 
a lot of smart fellows, also, who were boobs in the 
harness of sport. 

“Why shouldn't -be a great golfer?” a well-known 
pro. said to us a day or two ago. “The guy doesn't 
know the difference between an 8 and a 4.” 

We know one star of baseball without any par 
ticular outside intelligence who. as far as we 
have seen and heard, never made a bonehead play 
in his life. And he told us once that he never had 
to think out a play in his life—that each play 
came to him by intuition. 


Between Quarters 

NOOTBALL and Life are a good bit alike. The 
|: main requisite in both games is to rise again 
after yowve been thrown and keep on bucking 
the line, 

tnd in both the wise bloke takes the opening, rather 
than waste his energy hammering away ata solid wall 
of trouble, 

Still further, in both games manu a cove dashes 
through air to Fame while the one who made the open 
ing lies hidden under the mass with his face in the 
mire, 

In addition to which. too often in both pastimes, 
a contende fights his wan doggedly across the 
field to the goals shadow, only to have one lone 
fumble wipe out every inch that courage and skill 
had put away. 

East vs. West 
T IS often difficult to impress upon a number of 
iP Eastern brothers that football is” actually 

played west of the Allegheny range. Using a Lick 
telescope for the purpose, they still can’t see Western 
football as a regular institution 


But with the season now waning swiftly. we desire 


to call attention to the fact that of the four-man in 
tersectional games played so far, the club standing is 
about as follows 
Ww 7 ; 
West ' F | 0 Law 
bast 0 } aon 
We don't mean to argue from this that Western 
football is 1.000 per cent in advance of Kastern We 
simply desire to cull Kastern attention to the fact 
that some football is still plaved in a crude, unseemls 
wiy, somewhat beyond the flying spray of the grand 


old Atlantic 
Thankful? Aye 


INCE it is so I’m not in jail; 
s Nince no one’s poisoned meas yet 
tnd since I did not plunge on Yale 
Or even launch a pilker’s bet 
1 see no reason why T should 
Vol render lhank and lenocl tril wood 
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Bargains 


By 





Whe 


WILL MACMAHON 
OMAN, bless her, was born a 
W bargain hunter, and in this ab- 


sorbing pursuit her chief delight 


is to purchase something, anything, 
which has been smuggled from abroad. 
Straightforward as the sunshine in other 
directions, she cannot understand why 
rich old Unele Sam should not forego 
(just this once, you know!) his out 
rageously high import levy. 

It is strictly a feminine failing. We 
men have a sturdy sense of, er—duty 


when it comes to paying the same at the 
Custom House! 

I never tire of twitting the lady ruler 
of my household because she once bought 
some contraband “handmade French” 
lace. The seller was a slender, supple 
Breton peasant girl, either unable or un- 
willing to speak much of the English 
language. I was home at the time, but a 
feminine majority promptly voted me out 
of the room—which probably accounts 
for the lace coming as cheaply as it did. 

You ladies know exactly how it is 
when desperate bargaining is on with 
an outlander in the presence of husband, 


father, or brother. They almost always 
spoil your fine little haggling schemes 
by exclaiming: 

“Aw, have a heart, Precious! If you 
need the stuff, buy it!” or some such 
embarrassing break. 

I am not referring to those pinch 
penny fellows (one hardly could say 
“men”’) who run their domiciles on a 


ecoin-collecting basis. This sort is more 
apt to remark: “Huomph!’—a madden 
ing sentence in one snort which is liable 


to turn any self-respecting American 
queen away from a splendid “bargain,” 
and make her secretly furious against 


a soulless and parsimonious consort. 
Wet as I later learned, that beau 
tiful little Brittany peddler dis 
closed to her sister auditor the interest 
ing fact to which I owed my banishment 
from the scene. Under her walking skirt 
wasasnowy, filmy petticoatoflace. It had 
been basted into that shape, you see, so 
that she could stroll casually past our 
stupid Government inspectors at the 


steamer’s dock, 


My best beloved squabbled, feminine 
like, a long time over the price, but 
finally bought the precious garment for 


$15, happily convinced that she was mis 


appropriating about $25 from the re 
sourcesof Uncle Sam. There certainly was 
a sharp practice in the deal, because 





The suave Syrian gentleman who 


peddles linens and tapestries 

that purchase price represented all of 
$10 above the real value of the article. 

Uh, huh! That pretty petticoat was 
machine-made—and it never had been 
out of the United States. 

It was indeed fortunate for the pur 
chaser that the vendor was not a blue 


eyed, auburn-haired Hibernian lassie with 
“Cluny” or “Old Rose Point” for sale. In 
that event my household exchequer might 
have been depleted by at least $100, 

So, ladies, 
breton 


dear 


dark orbed 


beware of the lovely, 
girl, or any of he 
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He revealed, under his coat, a dandy 
gilt-embossed box labeled ‘‘ Habana ’’ 


clever type, no matter what nationality, 


or coloring, who would bamboozle you 
into buying counterfeit laces. She her- 
self gets ‘em at the department store 


bargain sales. 


“HEN there is the suave Syrian gen- 
tleman who from to 
peddles linens and _ tapestries. 


house 


house 


brings with him the atmosphere of the 
Far East, and the good housewife im 
mediately has visions of getting an un 


heard-of bargain straight from Oriental 


looms. Those trusting ones who already 
have bought from him or his brother 
conspirators should skip some of this 
heart-to-heart talk right here 


His “tapestry” is common jute, treated 
chemically to give it the sheen of the genu 
ine article, and the patterns are conven 
tional in design. Kindly remember that 
Persian and Turkish tapestries and 
never figures. The native 
weaver starts on their construction with 
out a model, evolving and moons 
and flowers and birds as he goes along. 

The faker'’s “damask linen” is mercerized 
cotton. To expose the counterfeit immerse 
it in hot water. Cotton remains harsh to 
the fingers; linen “mushy.” His 
“Mexican drawn work,” moreover, is done 
by Ghetto treadle operators who would 
think Chihuahua was a college ery 


real 


rugs set 


ure 


stars 


feels 


If American housewives must buy 
these inferior articles, why not patronize 
the regular stores and save from 50 
to 100 per cent? Surely it is enough 


concession to a widespread commercial 


fraudulence when they face with a pleas- 


unt smile the family grocer as he hands 


out “strictly fresh” eggs but lately res- 
urrected from the cold-storage grave, 
and “dairy” butter that could testify 
about a cow only through hearsay. 


HA! The 


“smuggled” 


picturesque dealers 
and “imported” ar- 
certainly 
their 
and 
until I relight 
rather poorly for 
and after the first 


H*: 
in 
ticles 
have an 
with ecredulous 

Just a minute, 
my cigar. It 
a genuine Havana, 
half inch of ash the bouquet seemed 
rather more Connecticut than Cuba. I 
bought a box of ‘em not an hour ago from 
a Spanish sailor—or he a Cuban? 

The fellow sidled cautiously up to my 


“seconds” 
for 
womankina 


and domestic 


eusy market wares 


please, 


burned 


Wis 


desk, and in a hoarse whisper made me 
a party to his dread secret. Sh-h-h-h! 
Vengeful custom-house minions had fol- 


lowed him to the door of the building. 
He revealed, under his coat, a dandy 
gilt-embossed box labeled “Habana”’— 
but, “Ah, Senor, dose revenoo stamp he 
ees missing!” 
Down in Cuba these 
ten cents apiece wholesale. 


cigars sold for 
The above- 
board American retail price was a quar- 


ter. Would the amigo Americano, could 
he, dared he, pay a nickel each for ‘em, 
and forever hold his tongue? 

I would, I could, and I dared, but 
now by the aromatic halo of Lady Nico- 
tine I am going to squeal like a pig 
caught under the farmer's § gate A 


closer examination reveals that only the 
top layer of my “genuine 
properly cured as to wrapper—and I 
hesitate to explore the filler. Those un- 
derneath are warped and withered, and 

and the humiliating brand of a Down 
Kast cigar factory is burned on the bot- 
tom of the box. 

So, once more, beware of the swarthy, 
Spanish-speaking sailor-smuggler, ladies, 
er—that is 


Havanas” is 


gentlemen ! 
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you would like it a little out of the 
ordinary. 


Just the occasion for 


ambel., 
TOMATO 


OUP 


Serve it with a little minced parsley prinkled 
over each plateful, or serve it in bouillon cups 
topped with whipped cream. Sprinkle parsley 
over that, if you like. Or prepare it as a 
cream-of-tomato or bisque by adding milk in- 
stead of water. The simple directions on the 
label make it perfectly easy. 








There are many attractive ways to prepare 
this nourishing soup. And you needn’t wait 
for a special occasion to enjoy it. 
the family dinner soday. 





Have it for 


21 kinds 


10c a can 


Julienne 

Mock Turtle 

Mulligatawny 
Mutton Broth 
Ox Tail 


Pea 


Asparagus 

Beef 

Bouillon 

Celery 

Chicken 

Chicken-Gumbo 
(Okra) 

Clam Bouillon 

Clam Chowder 

Consomme 








Pepper Pot 
Printanier 


‘These soups so fine, 

Folks think are mine 

1 undeceive then 
Never! 

For every guest 

S quite possesse< 

lo } k s« 


le 


{ TOMATO 

Soup! 

Ne un 4 
* er ad y 


for the red-and-white label 


Tomato 

Tomato-Okra 
Vegetable 

Vermicelli- Tomato 


iss the co 





; Leek 


. 
“Wh have Campbell’s ?” 
y not have Campbell’s ? 

Yes, why not? 

You are planning a company din- 
ner perhaps, or a ladies’ luncheon. It 
may not be an elaborate affair but 
you want it inviting, of course. And 

: 
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A Bridge 
of Water 


That's what the Panama 
Canal really is—a bridge 34 
miles long with a maximum 
height of 87 feet above sea 
level. “The most gigantic 
effort yet made by man on 
this planet to improve upon 
nature” declares James 
Bryce. 


The delightful voyage to 
and returning from the Canal 
is made through the pictur- 
esque, romantic West Indies 
with stops at all the more 
attractive and interesting 
ports. 


NORTH 
GERMAN 
LLOYD 


West Indies 
Panama Cruises 


provide the way for making this 
unsurpassed journey with every 
possible comfort of travel. The 
ship will be the world famous 
S. S. “Grosser Kuriuerst” 
Remember early bookings secure 
the choice of accommodations 
The sailing dates are Jan. 14th, 
Feb. 12th, and Mar. 19th, duration 
of 21 or 29 days, sailing from New 
York calling at Havana, Santiago, 
Kingston, Colon, La Guaira, Port 
of Spain, Brighton, Barbados, F crt 
de France, St. Pierre, St. Thomas, 


San Juan, Nassau. 
The cost is $160.00 up 


Send for our new booklet 


“To the Canal and Caribbean” 


OELRICHS & CO. 
GENERAL AGENTS 

5 Broadway, New York 

H. Claussenius & Co., Chicago 

Central National Bank, St. Louis 

Robert Capelle, San Francisco 


Alloway & Champion, 
Winnipeg 











Dwarf in size, 
giant in usefulness. 
By means of five 
adjustments (con- 
trolled at a finger- 
touch) it works in 
places impossible for 
other drills. 1014 in. 
long, weighs 1 '4 Ibs. 

Eat up work— 
these ingenious 


“YANKEE” 


TOOLS 


3-jaw steel chuck—capacity ys". Hol 
low handle, magazine for drill points. 


“YANKEE” Ratchet 
Hand Drill No. 1530 
Price. ... . $2.80 


Your dealer can supply you. 











Five adjustments: 
Plain drill, Left- 
hand, Right-hand 
and Double 
Ratchet, Gears 
Locked. Double 
Ratchet-drill cuts Write for Yankee’ Tool Book’* for me 
continuously every chanics and households orfor ** Yankee’ 


crank movement Tools in the Garage’ for motorists 


NORTH BROS. MFG. CO. 


Philadelphia 


OF _) = et @) - ae O) B Bt 4 @) © B) 


silver, diamonds, watches, old jewelry, platir 
new or brok y quality. We send fuil val th ay 
are receive ir offer 1 isf 















er ist satisfactory, we return the 
All transa ct he strictly nfiident 


goods at our 
we wat . gre i price 





LIBERTY REFINING €O., 421 Iiberty St.. Pittsburgh, Pa. 








GYPSY Fortune Teller and Dream BOOK 
KNOW thy futare tag) < be successfulin lo ruarrtage, 
/ Wealth and Bumness. Tells f 

almistry, tescup, Zodiaclogy Ex and unlucky 
Boye [nterprets drea Earn wy telling fortunes. 6" fF 
Box 43 50. Norwalk, Coun 






Gives locky 


a book by mail l0cts, Pike Pub.‘ 
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On the Chautauqua 
Circuit 


Uplifting under the “‘Big 


33 


Top 


By Lee Shippey 


VEN at the peril of making you 
believe from this opening para- 
graph that this is a serious article, 

IT must delay my merely personal nar- 
rative for a moment to set down a defi- 
nition of what the Chautauqua is, | To 
country people, it is a short-course uni 
versity with vaudeville between classes. 
This isn’t the point where the reader is 
supposed to laugh. In this preamble I 
speak in deadly earnest. It is not ex 
aggeration to declare that the Chau 
tauqua is one of the greatest institutions 
for educational and moral advancement 
in the country. The cireuit, which in 
cludes such “talent” as Mr. Bryan, brings 
to the people who live in small towns 
and isolated rural communities better 
music and entertainment than they could 
otherwise enjoy : and each day’s program 
Includes at least one “man with a mes 
sage.” During the week or more that each 
assembly lasts it must include several men 
of national reputation who can lecture 
with authority on present-day problems. 
It is to hear such men as these speak on 
vital topics—as well as to listen to bands, 
yodlers, opera singers, comedy quartets, 
dramatic readers, and monologuists 
that the farmer and his family take a 
vacation and go to town to camp near 
“the big top” during Chautauqua. 


BEHIND THE SCENES 


B' T my job to-day is to let you in 
behind the scenes with the “talent” 
and not to harangue you. Like the Sec 


retary of State, I discovered last sum 
mer that I could not live on my salary. 


It was more salary than I ever got be 
fore, but I couldn’t live on it. In fact, 
that was the reason why I couldn’t live 


position to 
was up 


upon it—I had more of a 
uphold than ever before. So it 
to me to increase the income. 


I had enough reputation as a news- 
paper poet and humorist in the States 
in which one of the greatest Western 


newspapers had its strongest hold to en 
able me to convince the head of a Chau 
tauqua Bureau that I would 4e worth a 
decent salary for six weeks’ work as a 
humorous entertainer. |Humorous enter 
are in demand ™for the reason 
same kind of pretenders who 
entirely on the boy’s 
live in the cauntry, 
Chautauqua 
which 


tainers 

that the 
go to the 
account will, if they 
ticket to a 
solely to encourage an institution 
brings them inspiring and instructive lec 
tures, but secretly forward with 
pleasure to the entertainment 
make them laugh. 

the bureau offices the day 
date, and, as I entered, 
The reception 
Near the 


eircus 


season 


look 
greatest 
which will 

I called at 
before my first 


the scene made me blink. 
was 


room long and narrow 


entrance a tall East In- 
dian, wearing turban and 
Oriental costume, was 
speaking perfect English 
to a little, alert Japanese, 
who spoke less perfectly. 
To the left a tremendous, 
fair-haired Swede, hug- 
ging under his broad arm 
a violin which seemed 


ts 


tiny by comparison, wis 
conversing with a silver 
haired ex-Governor from 
the South. To the right, 
a New Zealander was 
telling a man who writes 
serious books and arti 
cles on sociological prob 


lems about his wonderful 
country. On one end of 
a long settee a_ well 
known poet, a little stout, 
2 little bald, and not at all poetic look 
ing, was talking earnestly to a_ huge, 
bushy-haired man whose novels 
immensely popular a few years 
on the other end an Arctie explorer was 
listening wearily to a pompous Western 
Congressman. Near by sat a substan 
tial woman who was billed as a soprano 
of international repute, and before her 
pudgy Italian bandmaster, lis 
tening eagerly while she talked of her 
sojourn in his beloved Venice—he called 
it Venetzia. In one end of the room an 
orchestra of young women and a quar 
tet of boys fresh from college were get 
ting acquainted rapidly. In the other 
end, in a segregated group, three ex 
preachers had their heads close togethe 
telling stories. On a previous visit, I 
had looked through illustrated programs 
for the various circuits, and was able to 
recognize these people from the pictures 
I had seen, but there were others pres 
ent I could not place. All were waiting 
for final conferences with the managers, 
who were closeted with earlier comers 


stood a 


A CURE FOR THE NARROWING SKIRT 


Hk ex-Governor looked so friendly 
and benevolent I was attracted to 
him. and edged closer to hear what he 


He was grumbling whimsi 
suh, to send 
whole 


eome in 


Was Saying. 
eally: “The bureau is wrong, 
one lone man out to travel with a 
troupe of women I’ve just 
from the first cirenit, and IT traveled all 
the way with the Sorority Girls Quartet 
Splendid young ladies, suh—TI feel as if 
they were all my daughters. And their 
preludes were delightful—they preluded 
for me every night. But besides her suit 
case everyone had music and an instru 
ment to carry, and I toted so much luggage 
to and from trains for those girls I’m 
gettin’ bow-legged, suh ves, bow-legged.” 





Boys older than eight years stay in the tent, and so do most of the dogs 
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‘You see, ladies and gentlemen, that this is an 
with absolutely nothing in it 


The violinist didn’t know what a joke 


was. He glanced concernedly at the Goy- 
ernor’s sturdy legs, and said “T see not.” 

“It’s a fact, suh,” insisted the Goy- 
ernor “But it gave me a great idea. 


I'm unalterably 
skirt, suh—unalterably. 


opposed to the narrow 


Now, you know 


bow a woman packs a suit case. A 
woman can put more in a suit case 
than a man can in a trunk, Well, if 
we men would just combine and make 
the women carry their own suit cases, 
pretty soon they'd all get so bow 
legged the narrow skirt would have to 
go out of style. It’s a heroic remedy, 


halt somehow 
halt.” 


suh, but we must eall a 
yes, suh, we must call a 


THE BOOSTERS 


TTeHE big Swede plainly 
lowing him, and the 
gave up Catching my eye, he turned, ex 
tended his hund, and introduced himself. 
Are you a talent, suh?”’ 

A what?’ I countered 

“Oh, excuse me. We call all platform 
folks ‘talent,’ know, and I thought 
you were one of us.” 

I burned with embarrassment. I had be- 
trayeéd myself as a novice at the game by 
my inability to understand the language. 

“This is my first year at it,” I ex- 
plained frankly 

“Welcome!” 


CLUB 


was not fol- 
ex-Governor 


he asked. 


you 


cried the Governor, cor 


dially And what is your message?” 
Oh, I hardly think I'd eall it that,” 
I said 
Oh, ves, you must,” he replied. “The 
Chautauqua business is the uplift busi 


everyone in it must have a 
message. What’s your line?’ 
“Humor, mainly.” 
“Good!” exclaimed 


ness, and 


the Governor, “A 


message of good cheer. Why, of course 
you have a message. Do you know all 
these folks?” 

Only by reputation.” 

The CGovernor—everyone: called him 
Governor—introduced me, and everyone 


and interested Several 
concerning my 
introductions were 

said 

Now all these folks are your friends, 


was cordial 
“message.” 


over the 


asked me 
When the 


frovernor 


just as if you’d known them for years. 
You'll find the talent the  heartiest 
frienls and the greatest boosters on 
earth Knocking’ is strictly forbidden 
by our unwritten law.” 


I TRIP, NOT WELI 


N! XT afternoon I made my first 
4 appearance as a Chautauqua enter- 
tuiner I had often and with 
considerable dinners and on 
similar occasions, but I felt like a scared 
when I got that big 
crowd of entire strangers in a tent which 
seemed as big as all outdoors. I did not 
trip on the stage lightly. I tripped on 
heavily, for the loose board in the plat- 
form entire surprise to me I 
managed to maintain my balance, but 


LIGHTLY, BUT TOO 
spoken 
success at 


before 


schoolboy 


was an 


Mh 





title 











mnsttiitttt 


mnnansends (ttt ttlettHtttttt1 


lost my dignity It would not have been 
«> bad if the crowd had laughed, but 
the crowd did not see me trip The 
crowd merely saw me come on with a 
lurch and a scared expression, and steady 
myself by a chair, and the best I got 
was a cold stare 

<When country people attend Chau 
tiuqua they take the whole family, in 
auding all the children and the dogs 
During the lectures the children’s su 


pervisor takes the younger children out 


for a playhour, but boys older = than 
eight years stay in the tent, and so do 
most of the dogs.\ That afternoon the 


whole front row was filled with restless, 
squirming, who could 
make more noise than some sham battles 
by just eating peanuts. I love boys, but 
they disconcerted me that day. And 
farther back were at least twenty women 
with babies in their arms. The day was 


mischievous boys 


fearfully hot, the babies were cross, the 
mothers fretted, and the whole crowd 
listless and unresponsive. Then, worst 
of all, the platform damager—that is the 


talent have for the plat 
form . manager—introduced 
who would run the gamut of emotions. 
That annoyed me no little, for IT am no 
gamut chaser and do not want to be 


pet name the 


me as one 


THEY TAKE ME AMISS 


ORE bad luck followed It was 
M not my fault that just as I neared 
the climax of one of my few 
passages a bee, drifting idly 
the tent, mistook my left ear for a blos 
som. It was not my fault at all, but 
it spoiled the prettiest thing I had to 
say. Nor was it my fault that during 
another serious moment four babies be 
gan to wail just before I reached that 
part of my monologue where I remarked 
there is a crying need for more capable 
mothers in this country. 
It was not my fault, but 
four women with babies 


serious 


through 


in arms streaked indig 
nantly out of the tent, 
and the whole crowd 
seemed to think it was 
an intentional tnusult 
After it was all over 
and I was sneaking 
away with my hat 
pulled far down, I fell 


farmer and 


merchant 


in behind a 
a country 





the country merchants 
usually close up their 
stores to attend = the 


sessions 


Chautauqua 
who were talking about 


me. Said the merchant 

“Well, what do you 
think of the way that 
feller run the gamut of 


emotions?” 


Said the farmer 
“Well, I reckon he 
run ’em all right, but 
it didn’t strike me he 


quite caught any of ’em.” 
TALENT EN 


HE talent fo 


ROUTE 


one 
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is should take the coop and hurry ahead 
to buy the tickets and beg the station 
igent to hold the train, if necessary, and 
then hurry back to help the two with 
the heavier burden. So the imitator and 
I piled our suit cases on the coop, picked 


it up and the lead 


took 


riit frALENT AND TI MARKSHAL’S JAW 


oe Station agent told us 
going 


that by 


through an alley he pointed 
out we could shorten the distance. That 
short cut was our undoing. We had 
traveled all night without sleep in hot, 
dirty trains, and were a_hard-looking 
crew The imitator, being stout, had 
removed his collar for greater comfort, 
and my exertions had caused one end 


of mine to fly loose, so I tore it off, too. 


So it is no great wonder that when the 
town muarshal saw us emerge hastily 
from an alley at half-past four in the 
morning, carrying between us a coop 


from which came the squawks of badly 


jolted fowls, he felt suspicious. The 
first we knew of his suspicions was 
when, from the shadow of a tree, came 
the command : 

“Halt! Hands up!” 

It’s a wonder the fall that coop got 
didn’t kill everything in it. 

As soon as we learned it was not a 
holdup I explained our situation, but 


the marshal was not to be explained to. 


“Huh!” he sneered. “You look like 
Chautauqua lecturers, don’t you’ Not 
on your life! There’s been too much 


here, and 
along to the 


of this chicken stealin’ around 


you two crooks come right 


lockup.” 

The imitator was from Kentucky, and 
known as a 
restrained 
effort. 

“Hadn’t you better prove we're crooks 


he 
an 


high-tempered man, but 
his Kentuckiness with 


Record,” 


published that same day, fea 
tured an account of the affair which 
made it seem as though the talent that 


appeared at the Carverville Chautauqua 
were a ruffianly crew 
That 


not above suspicion 
evening a 


dozen motor cars 
brought to Carverville a crowd from 
Wharton, including the editor of the 


“Record,” ostensibly to attend the Chau 
tauqua, but really to discomfit the 
loyal Carvervillians by 
of the 
That 
but 


serene 


“Record” through the 
made the Carvervillians 
the magician told 
and leave it to 


crowd 
indignant, 

them to 
him 


keep 


Hk 
seats in front 


MAGICIAN SQUARES US 


Whartonites took 
After 


conspicuous 


a few prelimi 


scattering copies | 


nary tricks had got the crowd interested, | 


would do 


benefit of 


he 
particular 


announced 
the 


magician 
for 


the 
something 
the ladies. 


“T understand the drought 


u shortage of flowers,” he said, “and I 
want to show you how You may secure 
all the roses you want by simply roll- 
ing a newspaper up in a certain way. 
To aid in this trick, will some gentle 
man in the audience kindly lend me a 
newspaper?” 

The Wharton editor was afraid some 
one would beat him to it He fairly 
leaped forward to present a copy of the 
paper containing the obnoxious article, 
while all the Whartonites snickered 
The magician thanked him and held it 
up before the crowd, 

“You see, ladies and gentlemen,” he 
said, “that this is an ordinary news 
paper with nothing in it—with abso 
lutely nothing in it. It is a copy of the 


Wharton ‘Record.’ ” 
I thought the cheering and jeering and 











day’s program usu 


ally travel together I From 
was traveling with an 


imitator and a magician The imita 
tor preluded for me in the afternoon 
and for the magician at night The 
magician had to carry a trick trunk 
and a coop of fowls and rabbits which 


nightly he pretended to extract from the 


backs of small boys’ shirts and to find 
hesting in women’s hats. That made a 
good deal of excess baggage, so he and 
his assistant, the imitator and I bought 


our tickets together and checked the bag 


gage on the four. That night was one 
of the nights which make Chautauqua 
work unpleasant. We had to leave the 


town we had played at eleven o'clock, 


arrive at a transfer point after midnight, 


leave there at 1.30, arrive at another 
transfer point at four, and get at a 
quarter to five a train from there to the 


town to which we were going. When we 
arrived at the second transfer point we 
found we would have to go three-quarters 


of a mile to another station The sta 
tion at which we had arrived was on 
the outskirts of the town, and no con 
veyance for either ourselves or our bag 


£age was there. There was no telephone 
Service after midnight. and the only 
drayman lived on the other side of town 
The time was short. There was nothing 
for it but for us to take up our baggage 
and walk 
The trunk 
than the coop 


was a good del heavier 
so it was decided two of 
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the shadow of a tree came the command: ‘‘Halt! 


suggested 


Now, sir, we can show you creden 


before you call us names?” he 


‘Don’t put that hand in your pocket 
or Tl blow your unprintable head off!” 
velled the marshal “None of them 
monkeyshines on me. And T’ll eall you 


what I blasphemous please, you anath 


ema chicken thief.” 

The next instant that peaceful village 
and all its five hundred or more dogs 
were awakened by a shot, a yell, and 


a torrent of Kentucky’s most exuberant 
profanity But the shot did no damage, 
for the imitator, with quickness born of 


wild anger, knocked the marshal’s gun 
hand up with his left arm as his right 
fist swung for the jaw. 

Ow WH SUFFERED FROM TOWN RIVALRY 


HE boys who had had thetrunk came 
running up a minute later, and it 
all three of us to pry the imitator 
the marshal, But we waited long 

enough to let him do a good job of it 
before we interfered. 

It happened there was intense rivalry 
and a sort of feud between Wharton, the 
town where this and Carver 
ville, where we That was 
the main reason why the imitator had 
to pay a fine and costs amounting to 
$11 before we could proceed to Carver 
ville by motor car. It also was the 
why the Wharton “Weekly 


took 


off 


occurred, 


were going. 


main reason 
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Hands up!”’ 


derisive laughter with which the Carver 
villians greeted this 
sally was going to out 
last a Bryan demonstra 
tion at a Democratic 
convention, for the sud 
den discomfiture of the 
Whartonites was far 
funnier than the witti 
cism., The editor was 
still standing before the 
crowd when the shot 
struck him, and his 
grin changed to the 


funniest expression of 
chagrin imaginable. 
When the crowd 
quiet the magician 
tinued, suavely: 
“This would 
my friend the 
I am sure, for 
lv it is merely 
tation of a 


Wiis 
con 


interest 
imitator, 
evident 
an imi 
newspaper.” 


I ALONI FAII 


| ewe the crowd 
4 cheered joyously, 
while the pink-faced 
Whartonites began look 


ing at their watches 
The magician rolled 

the paper into a cone, 

laid it on his trick table 


passed his wand over it, 
and then unrolled it, dis 
closing a dozen and a half exquisite roses 

“Now I am distribute these 
roses to ladies in the audience,” he -said, 


going to 


“so you may see they are genuine. Other- 
wise I fear you would think there is 
nothing to them, having seen them in 


the Wharton ‘Record.’ ” 
I never heard more enthusiastic ap 
plause than that which followed, while 


the red-faced Wharton delegation filed 
out, led by their editor The magician 
made the hit of his career that night. 


But a hit Aas more than I could make 
My unlucky start seemed to have taken 
the ginger out of me. I could not take 
command of my audiences, and day after 


day my best efforts fell flat I felt the 
crowds were not getting as much from 
me as they expected, and nothing dis 
appoints crowd more The crowds 
were large, for they expected “un good 


deal, but something in my manner seemed 
to make them turn cold, 
be funny before a cold house is the 
dest thing I know Unfortunate 
dents kept occurring to mar my 
tuinments, too. At place a wind 
storm blew down part of the tent, giv 
ing the crowd a bad scare. At another 
a small boy choked while devouring pop 
and I had to suspend 
while old ladies thumped 
back and a doctor was 
sot so I went on the st 


and trying to 
sad 
inei 
entel 


one 


corn, operations 
him on 
summoned I 


anticipating 


the 


uce 
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Top the 
Christmas Stocking 
with a 


— 


Premoette 
Junior 


A gift that will please the one 
you want to please the most. 


And it costs but $5.00. 


So wonderfully simple to oper- 
ate that anyone who gets a Pre- 
moette Jr. can start in the first 
thing Christmas morning and 





make good pictures of all the 
pleasures of Christmas Day 
and of all the days that fol- 
low. 
Suitable for a boy or girl, 
a man or woman of any 
age. Madeof aluminum, 
covered with genuine 
leather and beautifully 
finished, the Premo- 
ette Jr. is a dainty 
gift camera,—just a 
trifle largerthan the 
excellent picture it 
makes, 


















Made in several 
models. Premo- 
etteJr. No.1, for 
214x314 pic- 
tures, fitted v, ith 
tested meniscus 
lens and Kodak 
Ball-Bearing shut- 
ter, $5.00. 
Premoette Jr. No. 
1A, for 214 x44 pic- 
tures, fitted as above, 
$8.00. 














See this camera at the deal- 

er's and ask him for the 
Premo catalogue, or we 
will mail you catalogue 
direct on request, 


ROCHESTER 
OPTICAL 

_ DIVISION 
Eastman Kodak Co. 
Rochester, 
mM. Be 
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Agent 


5 East 5th St., Canton, 0 
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The Woman 
Who Shops 


needs refreshment at 


the end of the day. 


re 


| Nothing, is quite as delicious, re- 
| freshing, and invigorating as 
| bouillon made by simply drop- 
| ping an Armour Bouillon Cube 
} intoacup of hot water. A delight- 
| ful blend of beef (or chicken), 
| vegetable and seasonin, flavors. 
Grocers and Druggists Everywhere. 


For Free Samples, Address 
i Armour and Company, Chicago 
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WHY YOU SHOULD 


ASK FOR 


IPSWICH: 


HOSIERY # 


Because the Directors and Officers “t 













ee 


of the mill which makes it, and who 

are the best judges of hosiery, know 
its dependable qualities and prefer to | 
wear it 


e Men and youths who seek the best at 
“ a medium price and have tried it find 


that in style, comfort and satisfaction, 
IPSWICH is unexcelled. 


‘ 
al 


y 
: 
4 
‘ 


Mothers who buy for the family en 
ICH. 


dorse IPSW 


Ask your dealer for the Ipswich style 


that will best meet your require 
ments 

If he cannot suppl you write us 

for booklet that tel you all about | 


Ipswich Hosiery fe 1r the whole family 


Ipswich Mills 


10 Bay Street, Ipswich, Mass. 
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Baby’s Comfort 
for 15 Cents is securea by 


the one soap that never fails to 
help the most delicate skin—and 
never harms nor irritates. It is 
both safe and economical to use 


ears’ 


SOAP 


a 15. a Cake for the Unscented 











SUCCESS SHORTHAND 


By Expert Reporters. Graduates competent ste 
Dographers and art reporters. Get sfaction guar 
anteed or ey refunded CATALOG FREF 
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the children’s good, it 



















the worst, fight against discouragement The end of a nail was sticking out they would like to meet the talent per 
as I would of that bench, but I did not discover it sonally walk down to the stage and in 
The climax came when I reached the then. Not till the introduction was over troduce themselves, and as the talent 
town of Elk Springs and the platform and I arose hastily to mount the stage usually have several hours or all the 
manager showed me a telegram from the did I discover it It took a long, lin rest of the evening to spend in the town 
bureau, advising him that a noted suffra sering farewell of my trousers, and many pleasant acquaintances and some. 
gette would arrive in time to lecture’ fatally wounded them It was the times lifelong friendships result. In this 
that afternoon, and I was to cut my stuff crowning disaster—a tear eight inches waythe country people get to feel they are 
short and follow her. I knew the bu long and nearly as wide, which allowed personally acquainted with many peopl 
reau had done that because the reports the loosened cloth to flap in the breeze! of note, while the talent consider such re 
which had been going in on me were But it only filled me with reckless ceptions a most flattering compliment 
lukewarm, and was for resigning by wire, abandon. What did IT care for a trifle 2 : 
but the imitator stopped me like that after a week of bitter failure? YOUVE FOUND YOURSELF, MY BOY” 
“Your stuff’s fine.” he declared, “but I defiantly mounted the steps at the side YUCH receptions had been sadly lack 
it’s going over them. You throw it of the stage, stepping sidewise to keep « ing in my case, but that day I vot 
across the footlights too fast. Now, here’s my face to the crowd, and proceeded to my ovation. Pretty girls who just doted 
a trick of the trade: I'll see to it there the center in the same manner. The on poetry came up and gushed, gray 
is water and a glass on the stage this oddity of my locomotion interested the haired ministers wrung my hand and 
afternoon, and we—the two magics and crowd, and when, pulling my coat far yowed my message had done them a 
I—will scatter through the audience. down, IT explained the reason, there was world of good, fathers brought their 
Every time you reach a place where the a roar of laughter which would have small sons up to shake hands with me 
audience ought to get enthusiastic just been a compliment to the funniest thing and housewives forgot they had to hurry 
pause and take a sip of water. Every ever said on the platform. home to get supper for houses full of 
time we see you make a motion toward That was the first hearty laugh I company while they gathered around 
that water we'll clap till our hands get had got, and it was a wonderful tonic. me. I was besieged with invitations to 
red in the face.” It seemed to brace me up, mentally and supper from people who were camping 
HOW A NAIL TORE AND SAVED ME ny. : ane for the first time on the ground, and such a dispute arose 
the crowd was with me, and it gave between the crowd of young folks who 
NEVER felt more knocked out than me new and inspiring confidence. As called their tents MceFadden’s Flats and 
I I did that afternoon. We all sat in IT swung into my monologue every hu another crowd who called theirs Dewdrop 
front to hear the suffragette, that being morous hit met hearty appreciation, and [nn that we had to compromise by get 
the custom whenever new talent ap- when TI turned serious every word seemed ting up an impromptu picnic for all the 
peared on the program. And she made to go home. IT felt IT was the master at) campers, at which I was guest of honot 
a big hit. She drew an idealized pic- last and could carry the crowd wherever As I went back to the dressing tent 
ture of the progressive woman, and her I would. Instead of cutting my entertain for such repairs as pins could make 
grace and personal charm captivated the ment I lengthened it, and when T fin to my trousers, the imitator drew me 
crowd. I resolved again to offer to can- ished at last it seemed to me IT never had inside and hugged me. 
cel my remaining dates at once. That seen a happier or better pleased crowd “You've found yourself, my boy.” he 
would be better than being called in One of the pleasantest features of whispered joyously. “You'll be all right 
We all went behind the stage to con the Chautauqua, both for the talent from now on. You've found yourself.” 
gratulate the suffragette. Then I sat and the andiences, is the custom of in I thanked him, but I knew better 
on a bench beside the stage while IT was formal receptions after each program. T knew a little old rusty nail had done 
being introduced. As a session ends, all those who feel the finding. 
HERE must be many communities congratulating themselves that their 
I in this country which are much children do not have to live like those 
like our town, communities which 1 8 | Uk whose teeming homes they pass on their 
have its external marks of success and way. The housewives go about their 
| prosperity, and also its inner and — busy duties, interested in many things, 
| what secret indexes of failure, There supposing all the time that their chi 
must be many people in these communi By Bernard L Beil dren are in the safest and sanest po 
ties whose hearts are heavy with the vironment possible. 
burden of dealing with these inner sore ; This illusion of safety is not held, 
spots, but whose lips are dumb for fear of ae however, to any great degree by those who 
offending merely where they wish to be of have to deal with the children in extra 
help. It is with a feeling of sureness that I parental ways. The clergy, the teachers 
am to speak, not merely of my own commu above all, the physicians—in our town will 
nity, but also of those other communities that tell you, if you talk to them in such a way 
I, a clergyman, sit down to pen these words. « as to gain their real beliefs. that they have 
It is not necessary to do more than sketch 4 found our children often less keen ‘esthet- 
in a few lines before you can picture our town ically, less vigorous mentally, and less acute 
in vour imagination. It is not far from a morally than even the children of the 
great metropolis, a community denominated city. 
“semisuburban,” where four-fifths of the men Of these defects which the extradomicili 
journey daily to the city. Nineteen thousand ary observers of our town so generally agree 
people live in our town. There is a twofold upon, of course the most deplorable is the 
movement to and from it. The immigrants ethical one. And, naturally, the most dis 
are largely those who come with small chil tressing phase of this ethical lack is that 
dren. “to get them out of the city’s evil which has to do with what, by euphemistic 
and stifling atmosphere.” The emigrants are limitation, we call “morals.” The fact of the 
mostly those whose children have matter is that an appalling percentage of our 
grow n up, and the children them children are “unmoral,” a too large fraction 
selves as they approach maturity) definitely “immoral.” 
It will thus be seen that the rea one year, in our town, one pastor was 
son for being of our town is the called upon to deal with three cases of im 
| ¢hildren. Few of our people would morality among children of grammar-school 
ever have moved here had it not age. 
been for them. Few of them stay During the last twelvemonth several cases 
when the children have gone. of immorality among high-school boys and 
girls were discovered, all of which save 
BETTER THAN CITY CHILDREN one were, perhaps rightly, so hushed up as 
T is, however, in that portion to save scandal. 
| of the community which is | 
composed of the children that the FACTS WOULD PROVE THI ONTRARY 
sore spots of which I have spoken Pa CEatam physician and a boy worker 
are to be found. Despite the fact that both live on one of the prominent cor 
the people have moved here largely for ners in our town, and both of them have been 
is the children’s horror-stricken by the things which the voung 

















good that chiefly suffers. The people, people of both sexes who met on that corner 
or most of them, in our town do not said to one another when they thought no 
| believe that this is so, If their pas elders were overhearing At one time six 
tor says so in a sermon they almost boys, resident on four blocks of one street, 
always accuse him of “running down came to a certain physician for treat 
the town”: if he intimates it in pri ment due to evil conduct. These are but in 
vate conversation, he is looked on as stances 

an eccentric and an extremist The Of course such conditions are not univer 
people point out with pride and im sil in our town, nor are they even to be sus 
patience that there are no children pected of the majority of our children Yet 
in our town forced to live in crowded these conditions have been found in the 
and unsanitary rookeries, that the Listeners have been herrer-strichen et families of our most charming per ple Ful 
saloons are most carefully regulated what they have heard young people thermore, any considerable minority infected 
and excluded from all save the one say to one another on a street corner with evil ideas can and does, sooner or later, 
| business street, that there is not one . corrupt childhood as a whole. 

openly vicious house in town They eall destructive to the child is present And yet our people continue to believe that 
claim, and with justice, that not one in anything approaching power. The child life is guarded and safe in our commu 
of those agencies which sociologists men go daily to their work in the city, nity! They arevery careful to prevent the 
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spread of physical contagions. They do not 


even admit the presence of moral conta 
gion. They have, however, taken some steps 
toward helping this state of affairs in 
our town The extradomiciliary people 
of whom I have already spoken were 
able to get pushed through, quite large 
lv against the wish of our people, a pro 
vision for teaching sex hygiene in our 
schools, and a persistent agitation, car 
ried on in our largest Woman's club, has 
probably caused some instruction to be 
given in our homes. But it has not yet 
been observed that conditions in the 
town have been bettered much by this 
instruction. To speak frankly, it seems 


io have taught more care in avoiding 


trouble than moral restraint. 
AND CHILDREN 
COMRADES 


PARENTS SHOULD BI 


HE real difficulty in our town lies 
even deeper than child ignorance. 
It is largely, some of us are convinced, 


undirected child activity, The children 


of our town are well fed, well clothed, 
well housed, sometimes too well in 
structed, but they are not educated. It 
is true that they do not have unwhole 
some thought stimulations in their mere 
environment. They are, however, even 
worse off. They have practically no ade 
quate external stimulation at all. They 
are thrown too much upon their own re 
sources for thought stimuli. And every 
psychologist knows that thought inter 
nally stimulated is apt to be morbid. 
The old proverb was wise which said 
that “for idle hands 

the devil finds plenty 
of work.” 

This lack of exter 

nal stimulation of a 

proper sort is not so 

much apparent in 


schooltime as it is in 


that greater portion of 
the day when the chil 
dren are not in school 
Quite commonly in 
our town the three 
most educative ele 
ments of a child’s out 
of-school time are neg 
lected These three 
elements are the 
child’s comradeships, 
the child’s play, and 
the child’s home at 
mosphere 

In regard to the 
child’s comradeships 
the great lack in our 


a golf club, and on Sundays you will 
find the fathers of families there from 
soon after breakfast until the setting 
sun prevents further play, while Sunday 
night at the golf club rivals Saturday 
night at the Main Street club. Mean 
while, on Sunday mornings the children 
go to Sunday school and church, which, 
seeing their fathers despise, they also 
despise. Their afternoons and evenings 
are vacant. They are barred from the 


clubs on Sunday, which makes them look 
upon the clubs as attributes of maturity, 
an inference of doubtful moral value, 
but which, more than that, deprives them 
of even these physical and social stimuli 
on that long day. It seems just possible 


to some of those in our town who love 
children that, if father went to church 
with the children and played ball with 
them in the afternoon or tramped with 
them through the woods, he would 
probably get as much fun out of his 
week-ends himself as he now does, and 
that he would not then be “so busy” that 


he could know nothing of the thoughts 
ond feelings and desires and dangers of 
those beings who are flesh of his flesh. 


MOTIIERS TOO BUSY WITIL WELL-DOING 
A for the mothers in our town, most 
of them, as I have intimated, are 
women of some culture and more than 


the average charm. Most of them belong 
to clubs which are thoroughly admirable 
in themselves. The greater part of them 


are much interested in the sociological 
and religious problems of the neighbor 
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right play from wrong play Again, it 
seems to some of us, we see the neces 
sity for parental interest I know many 
people in our town, but I can count on 


the fingers of one hand those cases where 


I ever saw or heard of parents playing 
with their children. I know many a 
home where play is allowed to run riot 


generally, and suppressed ruthlessly 


whenever it inconveniences the parents 
To the child this action is, of course, 
unreasonable. He learns very soon to 
look for what he deems reasonable atti 
tude toward play elsewhere. 
THE HABIT OF SEEKING HAPPINESS OUTSIDE 
THE HOME 
| play becomes a nuisance to parents, 
it ought to be directed, of course, not 
squashed, It seems to some of us that 
it would be just as sensible, and just 
as much fun, to play “duck on rock” 


with one’s boys, run “hare and hounds,” 
or partake in a game of “serub” 
to drive a little white pill around a 
green course with some little sticks with 
the somewhat solemn companionship of 


as 


another grown man. In one case the 
play impulse is real. In the other it 
is apt to be artificial. It seems to us 
that mothers might get a great deal of 


fun out of playing with their daughters, 
at least much healthy enjoyment 


iis as 


they get from a feverish afternoon of 
auction bridge. But most people in our 
town do not agree with us. 


There is, however, a certain amount 


of play that must be extradomestic. The 
children demand and 
will have, especially as 
they approach and go 
through the “teen 
age,’ larger social 
groupings than the 


family can afford. 
Playgrounds are 
needed in our town. 
The people do not 
think so. ‘The chil 
dren have all outdoors 


to play in,” they 


“assure 





you. But playgrounds 
are needed, neverthe 
less, not to furnish a 
place to play in, but to 
furnish a place where 
pluiy may be directed 

The third thing that 
our children lack is a 
socialized home en 
vironment. It is well 


that children 
unconsciously, 


known 
absorb 


town is in any great in the wavy of atmo 
intimacy between pa sphere, far more than 
rents and children. they ever learn by con 
Most of the fathers scious effort. That is 
seem to go on the one reason why educa 
theory that their duty tion is so much greater 
to their offspring is a thing than mere in 
accomplished when 5 struction. Our adult 
they have provided On Sundays you will find the fathers of families on the golf links population, to a vers 
for their housing. from soon after breakfast until the setting sun prevents further play large abel gets its 
feeding, and clothing pleasure outside the 
expenses. Most of the mothers—splen ing city, in settlements—above all, in) home. To most of them the home is 
did, intelligent women, charitable. broad work for abnormal and unfortunately something of a restaurant, something of a 
minded, sociable women apparently surrounded children. Many of them are hotel, something of a laundry. bathhouse 
think that their parental duties are over very busy working for the ballot for and storehouse for clothes: something of 
when they have set their houses to women, largely with the plea that they a club for oceasional entertaining It 
rights, done the mending, and seen that can vote with more understanding than is anything but the center of life. 
their children eat and sleep enough and men in the interests of women and, The children who live with these 
£0 regularly to school, or when they above all, children. Yet these mothers, adult people unconsciously and naturally 
have seen these duties delegated to strange as it may seem, do not Know assume that this is the proper attitude 
adequate help employed for those pur their own children in an adequate toward home. They, too, look for 
poses. Few, indeed, are the homes in way happiness in things external to it No 
our town where the close friends, the They are, in very truth, too busy. One child can be brought up as a_ social 
confidants, the “pals” of the children will of our pastors told me the other day that minded, man-serving. clean-hearted be 
be found to be, above all others, those he thought they were too busy looking ing unless the home ciree is un 
children's parents at the woods to see any trees, thus re selfishly rzanized, altruistic, and 
CHILDREN LEFT TO SHIFT ALON} versing the old adage But he would pure 
hesitate to say the same thing to the And our people are not in their homes 
AeeITteD..) this ideal state of women themselves The things these enough, in physical presence or in intel 
things Is hot easy to realize, Eco- women are seeking are all of them good, lectual interest, to see that their homes 
homie facts make it difficult. The father but it is at least an arguable question exhibit those characteristics, 
is less in the home than at any period whether any one of them is quite so great 
of the world’s history. The mother, too, a good as could be accomplished by tak oe FS TROUEES CONES 
Is less at home than ever before. There ing afternoons off for tramps with their SVERYS now and then “something 
aire many families where the parents boys: by long. intimate, chummy talks dreadful” happens in our town. <A 
meet the children at but one meal a day with their girls: by learning to under mother’s tears flow fast, a father’s hap 
und never otherwise stand their children’s moral and intel piness forever disappears. Some girl, 
a apn it is difficult some of us lectual and spiritual problems some boy, is lifted up to -the horror 
ane un Sgn aor aang Secale *e ; , , 
one 6 wd ial poor hPa rage at PLAY A GREAT FACTOR IN EDUCATION me me Pg = all the while 
on every Saturday evening, one will find Hi second defect is j » chi ‘en’ a. & mt agg Me a ey ak 
’ g. ; 1d defect is in the children’s in a terribly large number of cases 
the parlors, poolrooms, and dancing hall play. From Froebel’s time on peda children of- their own whose minds 
crowded with people. Some of our most gogues have pointed out that the princi and hearts and souls are going the 
deplorable child accidents have happened — pal educative factor in childhood is piay, way that the victims’ must once have 
while the parents were away at these that the child learns far less in school gone These people do not know 
—— and the children idle at home than he learns after school, and that this. They are busy enjoving themselves. 
Mother and father meet their friends play needs intelligent and sympathetic and their children are growing up 
at these parties and have very good direction But in our town play is an as best they may. They do not know 
times. But could they not with as much = arehie. Our people do not vet recognize this But “in every community like 
profit, at least, stay at home and get that play along many lines is deterio our town there are some who do 
acquainted with their children on Sat rating and debilitating, and that the know. and it well-nigh breaks their 
urday nights? Just outside of town is child himself has no means of knowing hearts. 
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‘Lhe extensiveness of our fall 

line of men’s mufflers, ladies’ 

reefers and handkerchiefs 

with woven and hemstitched 

borders is great enough to 

meet everyone's tastes and 
— 


CHE EN 
CRAVATS 


are also in much favor. There 
are tubulars, flowing-end four-in- 
hands and knitted and crocheted 
scarfs, all in a wide choice of colors 
and designs. At your dealer's. 


CHENEY BROTHERS 
Silk Manufacturers 4 
4th Ave. and 18th St., New York 























A Wonderful % 


New Game for 


A muses and teac he *s mechanics at the same time, 
ir boy will be fascinated with it. Home and 

this game will he id him captive, This game con- 
ists of beams, girders, ar irons, whee!s 

et ie miniature, made my and steel, 

eled, exactly as used 1 the zt also the 

necessary tools with whic Ne 5 bull i the models, 


The American Model Builder 


Hundreds of complete models can be built—all § 
explained and diagramed in book of instructions, 
free with each game. Aeroplanes, suspension 
bridges, printing presse automobiles, power 
derricks, ete. Playing with this marvel us game 
wonderfully devel hanical ingenuity. - 
dorsed by leading educat and Y, } 
©. A’a, Seven sizes $1.00 up. Can be added to a 
any time. A noiseless game for boy and pam nt. 
Playmates won't quarrel, For sale by leading de- 
partment, sporting goods and toy st« 
today fx wr free illustrated catalog. N 
THE AMERICAN MECHANICAL TOY CO. J 
429 East ist Street Dayton, Ohio 
NERLICH & ©O., Canada 
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Christmas Cuff Buttons 


be most 
if they 


Krementz 


Cuff Buttons 


will appreciated 


are 





because they are made with 
one-pi¢ bean and post, 
a ynd nsequently cannot 
é or pull apart. 
> evare s ljust right 





Rolled Gold Plate, that will outwear any other plated cuff 
buttons made, and keep bright for years $2.00 the pair 


Krementz & Co., 46 Chestnut St, 


Manufacturers of the fam 


_ Newark, N. J. 


r Butt 
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ASK YOUR FURNITURE 
DEALER TO SHOW YOU 


one of the famous 





PUSH! BUTTON A/ND ” 


“THE 


It’s the very latest word in Chair Comfort, 
Correct Style and Excellent Construction. 


“Push the Button-and Rest 


S 
> 
RN 







Nearly 


1000 


Styles 


$12 


The name “Royal” is stamped on the “Push Button” 
of all genuine Koyal Easy Chairs 


“Push the Button-andRest” “PUSH THE BUTTON” 


and chair back assumes any 
position from sitting to reclin 
ing, smoothly, noiselessly and 
instantly. Not 


get up or even stir—just a finger 


necessary to 


pressure on the button con 
cealed on right arm of every 
chair. No 
lever no 
Nothing to 
All parts guar 
Over 


rod—no rack—no 


visible mechanical 





parts. break o1 
get out ol order. 
anteed., 
600 OOO in uUs¢ 


The Newspaper “P. h h B dR og 

i est 
Basket cone ealed us t e utton an . 
in foot rest pro- 
vides a handy 
place for books, 
periodicals, sew- 
ing materials,etc. 
When through read- 
ing put your novel in 
foot rest, slide it back 
under chair and next 
time you are ready to 


Foot 


allows 


The 
Rest 
you 
out comfort 
ably at full 
length. Slides 
back out of 


sight when not 


to stretch 


read you can locate 
your book instantly 
Nearly 1000 
Styles 
to select from, in oak, genuine and imita- 
tion mahogany, and in all 





in use. 


fabrics both domestic and imported. Also 

best-grade of imitation leathers 

Always A Style & Price To Suit You 
AN IDEAL GIFT for Xmas, birthdays or weddings 


SOLD BY ALL GOOD 
FURNITURE DEALERS 

Take this ad to your 
dealer and ask to see 
a Royal Easy Chair. 
If he doesn’t handle 
them, tell him to write 





us and we will supply 


OR SLEEP 


him and have him supply you aé once. 
ua substitute You ll be dissatisfied. 
on the Push Button Direct Sales—Through Dealers Only. 


ROYAL CHAIR CO, STURGIS, MICH. 


Dealers not handling our line at present should write us at once. 


Don't let him s 
We Do Not Make 


Look for the Word 
“Royal” 
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| love for Owen 
| of Sally's incoherencies the true facts of 


| his offense. 


| body 





% 


WANE, 


AALLILOLLOLILILLLLLILILILIL OE 





W orld’s-End 


“You don’t think there’s any real evil 
in the boy, do you, Mary?” 

“Not in the way you mean, but it’s not 
good for man to be alone—‘that’s in the 
ible,” as Aunt Lucy used to say—and 
Richard dwells alone in a_ splendid 
emptiness of which he is the center 
In plain language, I don’t think any 
in the whole world is real to Rich 
ard but himself, You, I, his mother, 
everybody”’—she waved a bit of muffin 
in a cirele before putting it into her 
mouth—“we're just parts of his dream. 


| He'd grind anybody’s bones to make him, 


not bread, but cake. You know I never 
was crazy about Richard,” she ended 
apologetically. Randolph smiled a little 
wryly. 

“No, I know you never were, that’s 
just why I value your opinion so much. 
You’re sure to be just to the people you 
don't like.” 

“That's a great compliment, Owen.’ 

“T meant it for one, Mary.” 


’ 


I. looked so sober and disturbed that 
Mary rummaged her mind hurriedly 

for something soothing 
“Perhaps he’ll outgrow all this—this” 
she hesitated for a word—‘“all this 
demi-deuil art,” she continued, twinkling 
in spite of herself, “and Mrs. Pierce-Hull 

and things.” 
Randolph smiled again, but 
“I’m rather worried, Mary.” 


said : 


“Yes,” she answered simply, “I under 
stand.” 
She knew that he was thinking of 


World’s-End and its future administra- 
tion, and of all other vital in 
terests which would be left in Richard’s 
hands if Owen passed on his property to 
him. They both sat silent for some min 
utes, and Mary thought of the painful 
day seven years ago when Sally had 
been informed by Owen himself of the 


those 


| new disposals that he had been making 


property, and of how 
Sally, in her maternal greed, had told 
Mary that she believed Owen was _ be 
coming mentally unbalanced. 

She had talked wildly of a 
“commission of lunacy” to 
trusteeship, for by the new investments 
that he had made Randolph had much 
reduced his income, 


of some of his 


even 
enforce 


pc recalled the sudden uprush of ado 
WY ration that had mingled with her 
when she gathered out 


Selling a good portion of 
his gilt-edged bonds and securities in the 


| creat bodies that gorge on profit, he had 


hought outright cotton mills and fae 
tories of different kinds in Virginia and 
other States, and these 
run on a system which would share all 
profits equally with the workers, exclude 
child labor, and reduce the working 
hours to There were other so 
i which Mary 


he proposed to 


seven. 
enormities could 
pot exactly recall 
“What are you 
Owen asked her 
“Oh, just at a trifle that came back to 
nothing worth 


CHALISTIC 


Mary?” 


smiling af, 


me—one 
telling.” 

“T wish I had your happy nature,” he 
snid with real wistfulness. “If you saw 
a bit of thistledown floating by 1 believe 
you'd smile at it. The least thing makes 
you happy. But,” he sighed, “I can take 
pleasure, too, in little things—a ride on 
The Clow! the scent of the earth after 
rain—it’s the big things that 
heavily If 1 had married, perhaps 

“Yes, perhaps,” said Mary. 

“But to marry without being wholly in 


of Sally’s ways 


weigh so 


love 
No—it would be dreadful to marry 
without being wholly in love,” said Mary. 
He came back to the idea which was 
haunting him 
“Now about Richard,” he began; “do 
you know I have a very queasy con 
sometimes about the part I’ve 
Richard’s life?’ 
played a splendid part 
exclaimed Mary, rounding 


clence 
played in 

“Why. 
toward him!” 
her clear eyes at him partly in surprise, 
partly in vexation You've a great 
deal more to him than most fathers are 
s ever since Mr. Bryce died.’ 


you've 


been 


to their sor 


H' R tone said: “I don’t like my 
friends abused to me even when 
“tee ra 


do it themselves 
What a stanch little partisan you are, 
MI - id Randolph, and he touched 
| affectionately as it Lit} before 


her on the table. “But ‘most fathers’ 
don’t represent the ideal to me, and I’m 
afraid I'ye—well—shirked 
with Richard.’ 

“What, for instance?” 
still unsympathetie. 


things a bit 
demanded Mary, 


“I ought to have kept him more with 
me—got at him more, as you might say.” 

“Not I!” denied Mary vigorously. “T’q 
like to see anyone ‘get at’ Richard 
through all that paraphernalia of affec 
tation.” 

“Are you coming to World’s-End this 
spring with Sally?’ he asked, breaking 
the silence which had followed her last 
words, and thinking, as was indeed the 
that it would be useless to look 
for sympathy from Mary in his self 
reproachful misgivings about Richard. 

“No—I can’t be there till the summer. 
Gut I’ve promised Sally to come by the 
first of July.” « 

“That’s good,” he said heartily, “for 
I won’t be able to get there myself until 
then. I’m running down next week to 
look over things a bit, then I must be 
off on a long trip among the factories,” 

She gave him a look of great gentle- 
ness. There was no dance in her eyes 
now. “Don’t wear yourself out, Owen,” 
she said. 

“No danger. It does me good—all of 
it. I can’t think how I stood it till 
twenty-eight, milling along in a law 
office. But the training’s been of use 
to me in many ways. Any commissions 
at World’s-End?” 

“My love to darling little Hannah,” 
said Mary. (Hannah was Owen’s old 
colored housekeeper, who had been the 
maid of his grandmother and his nurse 
a character with all the best traits of the 
white race, yet of full negro blood.) “In 
fact, give them all my love, but especially 
dear Hannah, And about commis- 
sions. I’ve just remembered something 
I wish you would do for me.” 

“Of course—anything.” 

“It’s just a little parcel of silk scraps 
that I got my dressmaker to give me 
for Mrs. Ladd—you know, the lame 
woman who lives at Nelson’s Gift. She’s 
such a dear and so plucky. I was going 
to take it over to her myself when I went 
to World’s-End, but it will be so long 
for her to wait, and you could send a 
man over with it.” 

“T might take it myself. I haven’t been 
to see old Nelson for some time. I al 
ways feel as though I were interrupting 
his work.” 

“He’s still at his book on the Nelsons 
and their kin, I suppose?” 

“Yes, I believe that’s it.” 

“Have you seen Pharbe lately?” 

“No, I haven’t seen her since she was 
a little bit of a thing.” 

“T haven’t either. She’s been with her 
grandmother in Roanoke for years, but 
now I hear she’s at home with her father 
little first cousin of 


cause, 


for good. She's a 
mine, you know.” 

“Oh, we're all cousins in 
they’re related to us, too.” 

“They tell me she’s grown into a lovely 
girl. I only little 
thing with the whitest skin and the red 
dest mouth I ever saw, and passionate 
as ‘a humming bird.” 

“T only remember her hair,” said Ran 
dolph. “I took her up before me on the 
saddle once for a canter over the lawn, 
and her hair flew back into my face. I 
remember it because it was all dappled, 
brown on gold, dappled with a darker 
shade just as the quarters of some sor 


Virginia 


remember her as a 


rel horses are.” ’ 


“I'm afraid the poor child has rather 


a dreary life,’ Mary said presently. 
“She must be about twenty now I 
was devoted to her mother when I was 
a child. She was a lovely woman. She 


died when Phabe was six. I hadn't 
een her for years, but I remember cry 
ing when I heard that Aunt Mildred was 
dead.” She yx “Do you 
know ? It would be nice then she 


paused again 


used a moment. 


“What would be nice?’ urged Ran 
dolph 

“T was just thinking that it would be 

» lovely for little Phoebe if Sally would 


have her at World’s-End this summer 
for a week or two.” 
“Why, of course. T'll tell 
“You'll have to manage it a little.” 
“Manage it? Why?’ 


“Sally is so dreadfulls particular 


Sally.” 


about the young £1 
meets “3 


I'll see that he meets this one 














mnanatsstdssstdssstsld “pitti 
wi : “Yi 


wunttedd etd oC 
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so pretty, she may wipe out the memory 
of Mrs. Pierce-Hull. Richard might fall 
desperately and humanly in love with 
her, and solve all our problems.” 

“He'll never fall desperately and hu 
manly in love with anyone,” said Mary 
firmly. “Histypeis‘La Morte Amourcuse 
A Virginia country-bred maiden would 
be far too ‘daylight’ for Master Richard.” 

“Well, we'll have her at World’s-End in 
any case, since you wishit,”’ said Randolph. 

“Thank you,” said Mary with warmth, 
“You're always so nice to me, Owen.” 
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“And what are you to me 

“Just Mary,” she said demurely, and 
the little dance in her eyes hid some 
thing very different from laughter 

Then she glanced down ut her 
watch, and sprang up quite horrified, 
saying that she would have only 
twenty minutes to dress for dinner, 
and that her gown had two tunics 
and a sash with fifty hooks 

To be continued in the issue of 

December 6 
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Hope” of Drug Victims 


Continued from page 1% 


Tang Shao Yi bowed low—almost to the 
cround—and suavely assured Mr. Towns 
that he hoped it might be no later than 
to-morrow. But many to-morrows hung 
fruitless on the hands of Towns. ‘Tang 
Shao Yi'’s suavity never departed; his 
patient politeness never molted a feath 
er; but 1either did his lips ever lisp the 
day of hope for Towns. The American 
did not know, of course, that Tang’s 
nearest relative had a little antiopium 
pill of his own which he sold to all 
opium-smoking officials, and that, whether 
it cured or not, the official’s position in 
the Government was secure so long as he 
kept on buying this brand of pills 


ALONE IN DENSEST CHINA 


UT in the meantime Towns got more 

letters of introduction to officials 
and persons in high standing from Min 
ister Rockhill, and still more, until one 
day the Minister called a halt, 

“There is no more that I can do for 
you,” he said, “without doing more than 
would be diplomatic. There is nothing 
for you to do but wait.” 

And Mr. Towns, formerly of Georgia, 
late of Manhattan, now of the Flowery 
Kingdom, once a farmer and_ horse 
wrangler, then a railroad man, insurance 
agent and broker, now the only man in 
the world, as he believed, with a prac 
tical and efficacious cure for the drug 
habit, and not dodging round the edges of 
the problem, either, while making money 
out of the misfortunes of the sufferers, 
but right here in the heart of China at 
his own expense, challenging the whole 
nation with his little green mixtures 
this Mr. Towns, I regret to say, got mad 

not angry, you understand; nothing so 
diplomatic as that—just plain, Ameri 
can, Georgia mad! and said to the United 
States Minister what I should think was 
a very dangerous thing to say when in 
the midst of heathendom, where a certain 
flag with certain stars and divers stripes 
upon it might at some moment become 
very useful asa shield for bullets or long, 
sharp, Wavy-edged knives—but that did 
not bother Mr. Towns a bit, while his 
temper lasted, or after, for that matter 

What he said to the Minister was: 
“From this time on I won't need any 
more assistance, sir!” And what he says 
the Minister said was: 

“Very well, then; if you get yourself 
into trouble, you can get yourself out.” 

Flunkies with silken shirts outside of 
satin trousers, standing at doors and 
turns of stairways, were greatly sur 
prised to hear these angry tones issuing 
from the reception room of the American 
Embassy, and presently they enjoyed the 
thrill of seeing Mr. Towns, himself much 
angrier than his tones, issue from that 
same reception room and go bouncing 
down the stairs with a stride as undiplo 
matic as it was un-Oriental. 


TOWNS IS ASKED TO EFFACE HIMSELI 


HEREAFTER, immediately, Towns 

: rented this house opposite the French 
Embassy outside the city walls, and 
moved into it without bothering to get 
the permit required of any foreigner be 
fore he could take up his residence there 
Iminediatel) upon his occupancy he raised 
the two signs which proclaimed in Chi 
nese characters that the said house was 
how the “Charles B. Towns Anti-Opium 
Institute.” After tw nty-four hours came 
the order to take down the signs and Mr 
lTowns’s refusal, which seared pale and 
Spotted hi interpreter, an English 
man, but Chinese bureau bred. The same 
po ane a second order, more peremp 
Ory ; and Mr Towns returned another 
nme So less diplomatic, which still 
his the ened his interpreter, so that 
translated ti, Na sag chattering when he 
ie the on - . last ultimate ultimatum 
ect that if the signs were not 


down by three o'clock the soldiers of the 
KXmpire would take them down. 

Mr. Towns, after sending back the 
scornful, impudent defiance recorded at 
the opening of this narrative, went back 
to his hotel for luncheon. In the midst 
of the meal important callers were an 
nounced upon business that was ex 
tremely official. Mr. Towns left his 
chow between Acts I and II and went to 
his room to receive them. His guests 
were two Chinamen, very much uphol 
stered in garments of one sort and an 
other, each color and fold representing 
an added dignity. Their bearing was 
irreproachable. One of them spoke Eng 
lish, and in terms that were very polite 

oh, so very, very polite—explained that 
Mr. Towns’s last message had been re 
ceived and understood, and that her sun 
and-stars highness deigned to overlook 
the insult intended, but that if the signs 
did not come down by three o’clock, as 
aforesaid, it would be the painful duty 
of the said representative superiors to 
take them down by force, though it 
took the whole Chinese army to do it 
The intimation was certainly emphatic 
enough this time, although 
very, very politely 


conveyed 


HE FALLS BACK ON THE EARLIEST 
DIPLOMACY 


E Ratidngs however, was tired of polite 
ness. He took the suave spokesman 
by the collar, whirled him some once o1 
twice about his head, and then let him 
go hurtling into the corridor, whence the 
other had already taken the precaution 
to proceed while the gyrations were still 
in progress. After this, Towns finished 
his luncheon and went off round the for 
eign quarter looking for an American 
traveler named Clark. Mr. Clark was a 
son-in-law of Bishop Votter, passing 
through Peking at the moment upon 
hunting expedition to Tibet, and was 
carrying with him a whole arsenal of 
weapons of offense and defense. 

Towns was not a gunman; he had 
never carried a gun; had never met an 
enemy he could not quell with his eve or 
outpalaver with his tongue: but now he 
was at a disadvantage He could not 
manipulate this chow talk. He was just 
one high tempered American in the midst 
of millions upon millions of Orientals who 
needed him greatly, but to whose good he 
was not permitted to minister 

Finding one of the legation attachés 
with whom he was on friendly terms, 
Towns explained that he seemed to have 
a batch of trouble brewing, and it looked 
as if he might need little something 
from Mr. Clark's arsenal 

“Help yourself.” said the amiable at 
taché; in whose home the Clark armory 
was temporarily stored. For this Towns 
Will thank him forever 

And soon there was the Georgian sit 
ting on the soap box from about a quar 
ter past two to three o'clock, which was 
the exact hour when the legions of the 
Dowager were due; but no legions ap 
peared—not a pigtail—not a stinkpot 
nothing! Towns waited and waited. a 
grin gradually overspreading his fea 


tures. Along about sunset, with a erick 
in his neck from so much eraning 
he got tired and went inside, which 
was just as well, for nothing hap 


pened till the next d: 


WHEREUPON HE IS BIDDEN TO STAY 


Ww \T came then was no army with 

guns, but a messenger of state, 
carrying a formidable-looking document 
which proved to be permit from the 
Crovernment to op a hospital in Peking 
or any other part of the Empire that he 
chose, and therein to practice his healing 
arts to what extent he micht Grreut 
was the gall of Tang Shao Yi, but T r 
Chai Li had outgamed 
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The 


ONCHESTE 


RRO 


Gvening 


SHIRTS 


ITH pique or 

plain patented 
bosoms, put on the 
body of the shirt in 
such a way that no 
matter what position 
the wearer may as- 
sume, the bosom re- 
mains flat and in its 
place. $2.00 and up. 


CLUETT, PEABODY & Co., INC. 


Makers of ARROW COLLARS 
TROY, se Fe 
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Calendar 


The four 


‘ 


produced in 
this beautiful 
four leaf art 
calendar are 
painted in a 
new strong 
style. 

The calendar 
pages are exact 
replicas of extra- 
ordinary paint- 
ings of four beau- 
tiful girls in 
graceful poses 

amid season- 

able sur- 
roundings. 
The illus- 


tration 

here gives 

but little 

idea of the 
delicate, 
harmonious 

ble nding o 

colors in the *‘Out- 
door’ Girl picture. 
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“Swift's = 
Premium” Calendar was : 
never before so novel and 

attractive 


Or—Parchment circle in top of a jar 
ot “Swift's Premium” Sliced Bacon, 

Or—Ten Wool Soap wrappers, 

Or—Six Maxine Elliott Toilet Soap 


wrappers. 


Sent to any address for—10c in coin 
or U. S. stamps (in Canada 10c 
extra on account of duty), 

Or—Trade-Mark end of five ‘‘Swift’s 


Premium” Oleomargarine cartons, 


“Swift’s Premium” Ham 


Do not parboil ‘‘Swift’s Premium” Ham before broiling or frying. 
be mild flavored and tender if parboiling is omitted. 


Swift & Company, 4123 Packers’ Avenue, Chicago _. 


It will 


—= ——s 


subjects re- }: 


NOVEMBER 


Premium”. 


-for194 
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Your photograph—nothing 
will add more to the Christmas 
pleasure of the friends and 
kinsfolk at home. 








There's a photographer in your town. 


tastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y. 
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Towns stayed in China seven or eight 
months and treated 4,000 Chinamen, con 
cluding his Oriental career by standing 
up in Shanghai before the first Interna 


tional Anti-Opium Conference, recounting 
his experience, and for the first time 
announcing his formula to the world; so 
that now it may used any 
physician whatsoever who is 
of using it. Thereafter he departed 
from China, leaving behind him those 
thousands of successful treatments, and, 


be by 


capable 


as he believes, directions for treating 
every case of the more than 150,000,000 
that remain in bondage to the curse of 
this frightful drug. 

FREELY HE PUBLISHES THE FORMULA 


ETURNING to New York, Mr. Towns 
resumed his collaboration with Dr. 
Lambert, and in the “Journal of Ameri 
can Medicine” for September, 1909, the 
doctor published the Towns formula to the 
world, backing it with his own indisputa 


ble clinical records and giving it the in 
dorsement of his own great name. The 
day that this was done, though many 


called him a fool for foregoing monetary 


profit, Towns was a very happy map. In 
| less than ten years he had taken the 
drastic formula which the Unnamed is 


supposed to have got from some country 
doctor who had hit upon it in his prac 
tice, had stripped it of its severities, had 
its effects scientifically observed in un 
numbered brought it to the point 
where for several years no improvement 
in it had been found possible, and now, 
with the indorsement of eminent practi 
tioners, he had given it out freely for 
the benefit of suffering men and women 
the world over. He, a layman, had done 
this! 

Because he was a layman, Mr, Towns 
had encountered much prejudice and 
much suspicion, but now he had been 
able to make a final demonstration, both 


CUuses, 


of the value of his remedy and the un 
selfishness of his own aims, 

For years Mr. Towns has had a pri 
vate hospital in New York, where pa 
tients are treated under his formula, 
and out of this hospital he makes a 
generous living: but the treatment is, 


nevertheless, free to every physician and 


to every hospital, with the best advice 
that Towns can print or give 
THE WIDE SPREAD OF THE TREATMENT 
HE men and the women who have 


been saved from the curse of drugs 


under Mr. Towns’s personal treatment 
|}are numbered by the hundreds They 
fare to be found in every walk of life: 
in the halls of Congress, in the chairs of 
| universities, in high social positions, at 
pivotal desks in the business world 


have come to him gibbering wrecks 
men and women of 


they 


sound flesh and mind 
It must not be 
Towns treatment, or the Towns-Lambert 
treatment, as it is exactly called in the 
medical profession, or the Lambert treat 


that the 


supposed 


ment, as it is denominated by those 
medicos unwilling to admit that a lay 
man can teach them anything—it must 
not he supposed that this treatment re 
stores To pristine health conditions ever 
man and woman who takes it 

Mr. Towns claims it will send patients 


away with tissues in which there lingers 
no slightest trace of drug hunger: but 
it often happens that the nervous system 


has been so impaired, the mental pro 
cesses so deranged, that a victim will 
in sheer empty mindedness, or because 
of inability to organize existence on an 
vndrugged basis, return to the habit 
No more than Macbeth’s doctor can he 
“minister to a mind diseased,” but if 
there is character enough left in the 
individual to hang a hope upon, Mr 
Towns will undertake the case with 
full faith 

Mr. Towns is now endeavoring to get 
hospitals generally to adopt his treat 
ment, and especially to get municipal 
and State institutions to provide it it 
such a way that indigent vietims—and 
it makes its victims indigent—may at 


any time apply for and receive the treat 


ment, just as if the patient were tuber 
cular, for instance 

The response to his efforts in this di 
rection is often very discouraging But 
it seems. too, that this is still a very 
suspicious world 

ND THE PITIFUI SPREAD Ol THE CURSI 

NLY recently a poor man in a near- 
) by State wrote to Mr. Towns for 


treatment The drug expert responded 
with his formula and told him to go to his 
State hospital, which was near at hand 
and ask them to administer lit The man 


bucl that 


. the hospita a 

$7 a week for his accommodatio d 
he had no mo Mr. Tow1 ed 
with a check for $14 This excited the 
hospital authoritie They wrote My 
Towns to know why he was \ illing to 
pay $14 of an unknown man’s hospital 
expenses 

Honest brotherliness was something 
this institution encountered so nai 
that it must pause to investigate the 
first semblance of it. 

But, great as is Mr. Towns’s faith in 
his formula, his belief ‘in the “ounce of 
prevention” is much greater The drug 
habit is growing fast in Americn—no 
body knows how fast—and the number 


of unfortunate addicts is increasing yery 
Mr. Towns’s ex : 


rapidly. perience, con- 
firming that of most others who have 
to do with drug addicts, is that a great 
part of the increase is due to the in 


cautious use by doctors of “pain killers” 
of one another, that a drug 
habit is built up in the patient without 
either the patient or the doctor realizing 
what until too late—until 
some fine man or woman has been turned 


sort or so 


is being done 


by the one they trusted most into just 
one more helpless slave of a debasing 


habit, to gratify which they will lie, beg. 


il, and, in some instances, kill. Moral 
decay and physical damnation are the 
inevitable penalties 

CONTROL OF DRUG SALE NEEDED 


(y= very great reason for the increase 
in the drug habit lies in the ease 
with which it can be obtained Mr. Towns 
points out that in all the United States 


there is no real restriction upon the sale 
and purchase of habit-forming drugs. 
Wholesalers may import them, may send 
them out by mail or may supply them to 
retailers: and upon a prescrip 
tion signed by name that is prefixed 


retailers, 


any 


“Dr.” or suffixed “M.1D.,” ma furnish 
them to whosoever has the money to buy. 
He points out further that anyone may 
have a druggist’s letterhead printed by the 
cheapest printer he can find, and there 
upon, Without the violation of any law, 
order a ton of the drug from a whole 
saler and get it: and, further, that any 

ldict of the drug may have that ime 
cheap printer prepare for him a pad of 
medical prescription blanks, also witl 
out violation of any present Vv, and 
upon these may obtain his drug from 
his druggist as he wants it 

Mr. Towns maintains that the ) 
adequate form of Government inspet 
tion, no system of registi b which 
the drugs may be traced « the physi 
cian or pharmaci t detected \\ him 
elf perhaps an addict, is making a ne 
farious living from pandering to the 
habit hunger of others 

Like a zealot, this man is contending 
to-day for legislation that will render 
uch a deplorable state of affairs im 

ossible by supplying, first, a system of 
registration, open to public officials, by 
which it can be known from month to 
month exact what stock of habit-form 
ing drug wholesalers, retailer and 
physicians have on hand, what they buy, 
vhat thie ell whit Tie viminister, 
and to whom 

By thi menuns it i ln ) il to 
know in each communit just who, 
among physicians or pharmacists, is 
using the drug to excess in person Ol 
in practice, and to take the necessary 
steps for the protection of societ 

ut it must be understood that this 
is no contention for prohibition of the 
supply of a drug to the person to whom 
its use has become a habit Mr. Towns 
knows that such an act would be the 
height of cruelt that it‘would not cure 
but kill What he demands is for the 
unsuspecting publie, protection from the 
eckle use of drug by medical men, 
and, for the addict, supervi treat 
Ment, cure! 

RESTRICTIV! \ ro ] { 

BIL involving these ide is in 
A troduced i the st New York 
Legislature, but fa l f L im 
lv because the WLS ‘ igh 
nopulitt ] wledg of the me | of 
uch r tment tf create the se ti 
ment that w lf it into Such 
bills are coming 1 i ther S A 
Federal statute of lmilar te be 

To inf i ‘ ublic what evils 
of the drug habit are how ta n- 
Ler ppl cle md wha of 
legislat is the « trustwort sate 
guard, is the | which M Powns 
in the full vi tur lis 
et hi ( 














The Yegg’s Ambition 


us 


good to 


the 


green and 
they skirted 

this job 

into cash 


but it smells 
me,” Farmer as 
embankment. “I wish was done 
and the rocks turned and the 
eash into black dirt, and me setting out 
onions ! They something always 


happens to a thinks 


“ee, 


said 


Sis 


man when he he’s 
turning his last trick.” 


“It’s time you quit.” said Joe, coldly, 


“if you're beginnin’ to get full of fool 
ideas.’ 
The two men walked briskly along 


grayish ribbon be 
In the fields 


the smooth road, a 
neath the deepening night. 


the myriad forms of life piped thei 
evening notes. The chirping of the 
crickets and the croaking of the frog 
struck sweet on Farmer’s ear. 

“Here’s the place,” said Joe, crossing 


to the left. “Climb over the fence and 


go slow along inside the hedge.” 


RESENTLY the bulk of a_ house, 
half hidden by surrounding trees, 
loomed up before them 
“If they're gone,” mumbled Joe, as 
thev reached the edge of the grove in 
which the house stood, “Maudie will 
have two candles in the window that’s 
to be left unlocked.” 
“All the front upstairs is lit up,” said 


Farmer 


“Then they ain't we'll have to 


rone 
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d from page 8 


Farmer slid gently back the door of box | 
car M., K. & T. 318318 and thrust a fur 
tive face into the railroad yards of a 
Southern city. Seeing no one he lowered 
himself lightly to the track, first feeling 
to make sure that the lump in his inside 
vest pocket was safe. 

He shivered a little as he made his 
way to the street, for it was one of those 
raw, foggy, fall mornings that the South 
makes to imitate cold weather. 


ARMER caught the first of the long 
procession of cars just beginning to 
from the barns, and rode to the 
center of the city. The car tracks were 
being repaired, and the dingy, unwinking 
red danger lanterns splashed the torn-up 
street like drops of blood. The buildings 


come 


loomed hazily through the cold mist. Are 
lamps made little pools of light: here 
and there the illuminated front of an 
all-night lunch room threw a_ yellow 


wedge into the fog. 

The six-o’clock whistles screamed out 
as Farmer dropped from the car. En 
tering the first saloon he saw he sur 
prised the yawning bartender by laying 
down fifteen cents as he called for 
whisky, for a five-cent “short” would 
have jumped better with his cheap cloth 
ing and chin. The was 
brightly lighted, and a fire was crackling 


scraggy saloon 
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This CHRISTMAS ~ 
Make itt ELECTRICAL 
and Have it PRACTICAL 


With the growing trend toward sane and practical giving 








Electric Toaster 
$4.00 


29, 1913 


Coffee Percolator 
$/2.50 
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the range of choice that is offered in electrical devices 


Where is the wife or mother who would 
not enthuse over a real electric vacuum 
cleaner or an electric washing machine ? 


Other things which give pleasure and 
satisfaction much out of proportion to their 


cost, and for which the cost for electric cur- 


Western : Electric 
Home Utilities 


rent to operate is so low that it need scarcely be considered, 
are electric irons, coffee percolators, chafing dishes, bread 
toasters and warming pads. All of these and other electric 
goods are to be had in highest quality among the 






appeals strongly to one who would select for a gift that 
which is attractive both for its novelty and practicability. 





American Beauty 
Elecinc Iron 
$5.00 















wait a bit.” in the big, air-tight stove, but it had not Anything with the Western Electric name carries assurance of Two 
They crouched in the shrubbery, quite been started long enough to dispel the quality and guarantee of worth. Every time you use your Bell aS 
close to the house. They had not long coldness of the dead air that made Telephone you hold in your hand an evidence of Western Electric with 
to wait. A car rolled smoothly from the Farmer tremble until the strong liquor efficiency. The same degree of excellence is to be found in every Material 
garage to the porte-cochére. Some one began to race through his veins. other Western Electric article. Installing 
from within the house turned on the “Say, friend.” Farmer questioned the Electrical dealers all over the country sell our goods, If you $15.00 
electric light over the steps The sleepy one, “many onions grown around cannot find them at the dealer’s in your town, write to any of our 
erouchers could clearly see a_ thick-set here?” houses in the cities listed below, and we will send literature on 
man, holding a half-smoked cigar; a The tall, gangling cracker looked a any article in which you are interested, and tell you where in your 
tall, graceful woman in white; a slip of little surprised into the alert, pleasant, vicinity it can be purchased. 2 
a girl with long, light braids hanging brown face before him. Vacuum Cleaner 
down her back. The child danced down “Some, I reckon,” he answered after a $97.50 


WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY 


better 
Manufacturers of the 7,500,000 “Bell” Telephones 


the steps and stood for a moment facing moment’s stare. He was posted 














the two hidden men. The light brought on the location of poker joints than on ews Yosh on h ns Pea - , 
y is , rT OS oung fe; OK » onion industry. jew Yor icago ansas City n Francisco Montrea 
out di tinctly her fresh young f ature , the ni n indu try " ——? Buffalo ve Oklahoma City Oakland pass 
That kid is enough like my Katy to I don’t know of any big place, le Philadelphia _ Pittsburgh Minneapolis Los Angeles Winnipeg 
be her twin,” said Farmer when the added “Cotton and tobacco’s the crops Degen P Clovelend =. Peal Price Cleary 
“Ons ac ef Vex Pour ORS : j > he <i ’ ichmon incinnati lenver q ouston v ancouver ’ 
é - d ac el ae , hy eah. ‘ A few Dag es do a littl = vat Atlanta Indianapolis Omaha Seattle Edmonton \/ } 
W hat of it?’ sneered callous Joe close t’ town. Why—was you thinkin’ | — Savannah @ Lous Salt Lake City Portland New Orleans : & 
oe eee: = ee | EQUIPMENT FOR EVERY ELECTRICAL NEED P 
“The kid's? ALIth, lieve Maudie 
ealled her.” ki commenced to arrange a fresh | 
Damn this job anyway!’ swore plate of oranges and lemons, cutting 
Farmer the fruit, crisp from the ice box, into 
“Oh, shut up! snorted Joe “The thin slices. 
Lord loves a cheerful sinner.” “No.” said Farmer, delighted to hold | 


The house lay quiet and dark for what 


seemed a long time—then two flickering 
spots of light stood out against the 
black pile. 

“Come on, Dan,” whispered his com 
rade, moving stealthily toward the 


“Here’s the ladder.” 


garage 


ARMER helped his partner raise it, 


and climbed, with thoughts taking in 
both the onion farm, which now seemed 
so near, and the shining face of the girl 
who was so like his ow Katy, 
The jol rifling, and, in 


spite of Farmer's forebodings. there was 


no mishap Opening the toy safe was 
play to a man of his ability. familiar 
With post-office strong boxes and no 
stranger to the vaults of banks In ten 


noiseless 


work and 


minutes he had completed his 
returned to the ground 


‘Well, I got it You were right 
nothing but the necklace worth packing 
away.” 

“Good boy.” said Joe “Count the 
Stones, break it in the middle, and we'll 
each take half.” 

This they did by starlight, and, each 
pouching his portion, they swung back 


foward the railroad 
Farmer 


. Joe to go north and 


south. Farmer trudged along 
the road, heart glowing. First he must 
(spose of the stones—worth more than 
the three thousand he required and 
then onions and an honest life! 

“Don’t forget that pawnbroker I told 
Jou about,” said Joe as they lay beside 
the track, “He's a stingy old crook, but 
he’s safe,” 

“All right, old man I'll get in touch 


with you when I vet 


ettled, and there'll 
lu room fo. 


you at the ranch if you want 
to come.” 

‘Not While T can get a living any other 
Way,” replied Joe 


pM THBOUND freight whistled in 
the dist ( 


e; the headlight showed: 
then the ¢t tin 


; lowed down to take the 
Sharp curve. a1 . - 
~ ( ( Farmer swung aboard 
after a last Ip of Joe’s hand 
It w ] 


later, 


WEN enepnrnnncnne 
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human converse after two days of box 
car prisoning. “I got a place all picked 
out farther South, where the dirt is rich 
cnough to grow ’em as big as coconuts. I 
just thought I might pick up some points 

always like to be learning something.” 


The door swung open, and there en 
tered a wisp of a man who seemed the 
genie of the fog that clung about him. 


His gray-blue clothing, incredibly patched 
und disordered, appeared like mist of a 





deeper tone: his high, bald forehead | 
bulged up into a shapeless gray felt, 
aturated with moisture; his face was | 
almost hidden beneath tangled = gray 
whiskers, and disheveled gray locks 


hung about his hairy His watery, 
gray-blue eyes were nearly concealed be 
bind iron-rimmed spectacles and the bil 
lowing gray beard: but his nose was red. 


ears. 


He tottered to the bar, mending his 
gait with a home-cut hickory stick. 
“Well, Father Christmas?’ inquired 


the bartender. 

“Mix me a toddy, young man,” ordered 
the ancient in a high, thin voice, which 
also seemed to have the qualities of gra) 
and mistiness. As the bartender 
Lhesitated a little the old man was seized 
with a racking spasm of coughing that 
hastened the drink dispenser’s hand. 


hess 


seemed to Gray 
drank it Farmer 
the bartender 


whisky ease 
and as he 


more to 


lik 
blue, 
said something 
about onions. 
“Are you interested in 
piped Gray-blue, tones a bit deeper, eyes 
peering more brightly as the liquor re 


onions, sir? 


























vived his chilly blood. . “A remarkable 


plant—the Allium cepa—sir. Did you 
know that we derive the word through 


the French oignon, from the Latin unio, 
a pearl?” 
“No.” 
adding 
history of onions 
“Haven't you?’ 
wraith. “You should 
lent in the world so widely cultivated 
Ve do not know in what country it was 
first but it is undoubtedly of 


Farmer in astonishment, 
never looked up the 


hone, 


said 
meekly: “I 


beamed the mist 
there is no escu 


grown 




















The Victrola satisfies 
your love of music 


love of 


The 


we naturally come to love the kind of music we hear 


the most. 


music is born in every one of 





us, and 


In this day of the Victrola it is easy for every one 


to hear the world’s best 


it, but to understand and enjoy 


instrument gives to you a thorough 


appreciation of the masterworks of 


music. 
The Victrola opens to you a 
new and ever-increasing vista of 


musical delight, as elevating as it 


is entertaining, and completely 


satisfies your longing for musi- 


cal recreation. 
Vict rs 


great variety of styles from 


Victrolas in 
$10 to $500. 


There are and 


Any Victor dealer in any city in 
the world will gladly demonstrate the 
Victrola to you and 


play any music you wish 


to hear. 


Victor Talking Machine Co. 
Camden, N. J., U.S. A. 
Berliner Gramoph Montreal 

Canadian Distr tors 


music—and 


not 
it, for 


Mahogany or oak 





den trated 


4 


only to hear 


this 


Victor-Victrola 


at 


wonder 
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Who Are Your Children’s 


Heroes ? 


RE these some of them — King Arthur and his 
Knights of the Round Table? Or are their 
heroes the grotesque figures of the Sunday sup- 

plement or the moving picture drama? 


You know it’s their heroes, their ideals—the men 
and women who are made to seem to them wonderful 
and worthy to pattern after, that form your children’s 
characters—that have the greatest influence on their after 
life—that spell the difference between success and failure. 


There Is No Academy on Earth 
Equal to a Mother’s Reading 


You can choose your children’s heroes and heroines 
for them. 2ou can determine their ideals. ‘Give me 
a child until he is seven years old” said Cardinal Newman, 
“and I care not who has him after.” 

If Cardinal Newman could so direct the 
others’ children, how much more should you be able to 
govern the future of your own. 


Here Is a Free Booklet About 
Your Children’s Reading 


A wonderful little booklet has been written about your 
children’s reading. 


lives of 


It tells how all the heroes and heroines of the great 
stories of literature have been gathered together in ten 
beautiful volumes— 

How you may have them for your own children 
just’ the stories and poems that are best adapted to form 
character, to make school work easier, to insure success. 


IT IS FREE 


It was printed to give away. There is a copy for 
everv reader of Collier’s who is interested in children. 


Ask for yours. 
P. F. COLLIER & SON 


Publishers of Good Books 
416 W. 13th St., New York, N. Y. 


’ withou 
»k ta it ch dren re 


t cost or obdiigation ofr 
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te jy a4 
VOU MLIODLINLA TELLS wonnrts.y Ve fF ”y, 


sf ti t Iti eutl or it 
and Strate 1, if memory does 
not fail me, Herod is found it ing 
in Egypt.” 

“Well, im damned esponded Farmet 
politely 

As Gray-blue spoke he had sidled 
lowly toward the door and, as he con 
cluded, pushed it open with his hickory 
stick The bartender came to with a 
leap that brought his hand upon Gray 
blue’s shoulder 

“Hold on a moment! What about 
that drink?” 

The old man shrank back, stiffening 
“Don’t you put your dirty hands on 
me, poor white trash!” he screamed 
Would you refuse a soldier of Stone 
wall Jackson’s a paltry drink of whisky? 
And damned poor liquor at that, sir!” 
“Hold on,” Farmer cried “T'll settle 
the damages, Know any more about 


onions, Colonel?’ 


th insulted Gray-blue had 
himself loose and would 


shaken 


no longer 


tarry. “I thank you, sir.” he said simply 
to Farmer, brought his trembling hand 
to a stiff salute, and was gone 

“That’s all right.” said the bartender 
refusing Farmer’s proffered silver with 
a shamefaced = grin “Its a disgrace 
the way they let these old fellows come 
down town and get loaded. He belongs 
out at the Soldiers’ Home, and he has 
been out all night I'll bet I «don't 
mind givin the poah old devils a 
drink when they ask for it decentlike 
it’s the only thing that can warm theah 
hearts now—but I wouldn't let Stene 
wall Jackson himself think he could 
come in and put one ovah on me.” 

“Well,” said Farmer, “I gotta be going 
See you later maybe.” 

He walked down the slowly awak 
ing street, scanning the signs Pawn 
hops seemed to attract his roving eves 


brick 


balls hung 


Finally he before a 
building 


paint 


paused three-story 
dirty, decrepit, sadly in 
The traditional three gilt 


the low do 


need of 


ovel rwayv between 


the two show windows, one of which was 
filled with empty jewelry trays, the other 
with tools, musical instruments, and 
weapons. Across the front ran a dingy 
sign that bore the words H. Levisohn, 
Loan Exchange.” 

Wandering on until he came to a res 
taurant. Farmer entered and ate heartily 
of griddle cakes, bacon, and eggs, oblivi 
ous to the contempt of the maculate 
waiter Then he crossed the street and 
returned, keenly eying the pawnshop of 
H. Levisohn as he passed It was not 
yet open 

As he went on he paused at the win 
dows of every seed or implement store 
he passed, reading the display cards 
enrefully, studying tool and product 


window there wa a basket 


seeds labeled “Cramer’s Champion 


one 


| OF 


Canteloupes,” 


“Gee, but that’s a great name,” he 
said to himself. “I'll have to think up 
i special brand for my onions Wonder 
ow it would do to wrap the big ones i 
red and blue tissue paper like oranges 





‘*You raise onions!’’ cut in ‘‘Chicago 


Joe.’’ ‘‘A good sport like you talkin’ 
that way makes me tired. Hey, Terry, 
fill ’em up again!’’ 


LALLA yp iyi 
va thta 


OO ly Uy YY 
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vostistom 
Farmer’ I nev Stock ‘ II \ ] 
that sound?” 

He stopped in front of a store ere 
two clerks were bringing out a v to 
the idewalk ran his tinge the 
edge of the share, bent over the handles 
und tried to question one of the clerks 


one to farmyard born 


. T nine o’clock he returned to the 
4 piwnshop and boldly entered \ 
stoop-shouldered boy, with an unhea!thy 


brightly 


spectacles, 


and 
Chormnous 
him 
“Levisohn 
ibruptl 


kin peering eyes behind 


advanced to meet 


down yet?” Farmer asked 


“Mister Levisohn is back in his office.” 
the boy admitted after due consideration. 


“Did you want to see him personally? 

Farmer nodded and made his way 
back to a wicket, through which he 
could see a couple of large safes that 
he regarded not without professional 
interest: i bookkeeper’s standing desk 
with an array of mighty ledgers: and 
n roll-top désk at which sat a big, bushy 
bearded, bald-hended man figuring in a 
diminutive memorandum book with red 
morocco covers As Farmer peered 
through the gilt grill work the big man 


rose with extraordinary 
faced him 


nimbleness and 


‘Vot can I do for you, mein friend?’ 
he asked, advancing 

Farmer flashed his attractive smile. 
kaned forward, and whispered some 


thing in the pawnbroker’s furry ear. The 
lntter listened with impassive face, gen 
tly stroking his silky beard 

“All right,” Levisohn said when Farmer 
paused “IT know your friend. We haf 
had dealings. I treats him right and I 
treats you right. You come upstairs mit 
me, vere ve can be alone and see goot 
Jukey !” 
- HE boy came into the back of the 

store 
“You run next door and tell Mr. Sam 


vels to hurry up his breakfast yet,” Levi 
ohn ordered 

Jakey and when he came back 

few later with the 
man who acted as Levisohn’s head clerk, 
the Farmer to 
ward a at the extreme rear 
the store This the two ascended to 
narrow corridor Levisohn unlocked 
nn iron-bound door and led Farmer into 


sped, 
moments young 
pawnbroker beckoned 
stalrwas 


1 


a bare room which ran across the back 
of the building. \ wooden table, on 
which stood a pair of jeweler’s scales 
ond a wooden chair were all the furni 
ture. The room was lighted by a single 
window, which gave to the north, over 
an alley, and faced a blank brick wall. 

Levisohn sat down at the table, his 
back to the light, and motioned Farmer 
t the opposite chair 

“Now let us see vat you got,” he in 
vited 

Farmer quietly unbuttoned his vest 


and pulled out a small parcel, wrapped 
in a blue bandanna handkerchief 
Within the handkerchief there was a 
iece of dirty chamois skin, and within 


the chamois a roll From 


of tissue papel 
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we 
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paper, a Farmer carefully 
there shot upon the bare 
wooden table a glittering stream of gems, 
glowing, gleaming, radiating the clear 
light that fell through the north window 
“Ain’t they the pretties?” Farmer ex 


the tissue 
unrolled it, 


ited, beaming He felt at peace with 
the world; exuded friendship 
“So—so,” conceded Levisohn noncha 


lantly, although the prominent eyes be 
hind his gold nose glasses lighted a little 
at the sight of the sparkling stones. With 
one fat paw he sought in his pocket for 
lacing this in his eye, he 
earefully inspected each stone, weighed 
it, and jotted down the result in his 
memorandum book, 


his glass. 


ARMER watched the Jew as a small 

boy, awaiting praise, watches a fond 
father perusing a favorable 
port. But Lev isohn’s running stream of 
comment was not fatherly. 

“Dis von hass a liddle flaw—see him? 
Dis von, he iss a goot-looking stone, but 
cut too flat—he don’t vay much. Von 
and eleven-sixteenths—light—light. Dis 
hass a facet nicked—see him?’ 
He obligingly offered Farmer the 

Farmer waved it away with a falling 
countenance. “Don’t try to beat me 
down; those are good stones,” he pro- 
tested. “I need the money and I want 
all that is coming to me.” 

“Sure, sure,” Levisohn hastened to 
siy, complacently, “you vill get it. I 
vill gif you all dot dey vas vorth—I 
ean’t help it if dey haf der flaws.” 

“I don’t believe there’s a flaw in one 
of ’em,.” broke out Farmer. 

“Look, den,” offered Levisohn with a 
generous gesture. “Here iss der 
And take dis von: he iss der biggest of 
der lot; but he iss yellow—it spoils der 
value of him.” 

“Well,” said Farmer, resignedly, “tell me 
what you’re going to give me for them.” 

He thought it must be more than his 


required three thousand. 

| fp emt finished his examination 
and made a calculation in his little 

book. He took off his nose 

wiped them with a white silk handker 

chief that smelled of cologne, 

“Vell,” he said at last musingly, “I 
vill be generous mit you, on account I 
know your friend. I vill gif you—yess, 
I vill gif you—two thousandt tollars— 
cash!” he ended in crescendo. 

“What!” Farmer came to his feet 
with a yell, his long, slender fingers 
working convulsively, as if they longed 
to bury themselves in the Jew’s beard. 
*You putty-faced old robber! Two thou 
sand for twenty-nine stones, not one of 
’em under a karat and a half, and sey 
eral of ’em big ones? What d’ya take 
me for? Here, give ’em back!” In dis 
may he saw his farm dissolving. 

“Softly, softly, my son,” smiled the 
pawnbroker, unmoved, fat hands on his 
stomach, thumbs tucked in his vest 
pockets. “Think for a moment, 
IT haf got to put dese stones away and 
keep dem, perhaps von year, perhaps 
zwei, drei year. You got dem in a few 
minutes’ easy work—my troubles chust 


school re 


ven, he 
glass. 


glass. 


glasses and 


yess? 


begin. I take all der risk of der selling 
and der handling, and my capital iss all 
tied up in dem yet. Dey vas not high 


grade stones—fair size—vyess. But dree 
of dem haf flaws, von iss nicked, and der 
biggest von, he iss as yellow as sulphur 
If you peddle dem aroundt, von at der 
time, you von’t get vat I offer—and may 
be you get something else already—un 
Pleasandt—vyess ?” 

“But look here, Levi”—Farmer changed 
his tone—“you oughter give me a square 
deal. You want me to take less than a 
hundred apiece, and there ain’t a stone 
in the bunch that won’t bring you three 
times that. Make it three thousand any 
way. Tell you the truth, I need just that 
to buy a little piece of ground and settle 
down. I’m going to quit the road and 
go to farming. Three thousand is dead 
cheap—that’s giving ’em to you.” 


EVISOHN merely shook his head 
“T'll take ’em out and throw ’em in 
the river before I'll take two, damn if I 
don’t,” cried Farmer, his anger returning 
“You wouldn’t be such a fool, young 
man,” the old man retorted “You don’t 
know it nothing about chewels, or you 
vould see I was figuring on only 
profit. But chust for your friend’s sake, 


a small 


and because if you don’t get your farm 
ve do more business together maybe, I 
vill gif you twenty-two hundred Dot's 


der very best, and efen den I don’t do 
right by mein children Take it o 
leaf it.” 

reeeesucnsencnansnns 
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All right,” Farmer gre 
Give me the twenty-two hundred and 
rll get out But you’re doing me good 
Levi, good and plenty.” No longer did 
he feel himself the peaceful agricultur 
ist, but a man cheated, robbed, and re 
vengeful 

“My son, 


wiled sulle 


you must not think dot,” the 


pawnbroker deprecated, smiling “Vill 
you haf all der money in cash? Don't 
you vant to look at a fine twenty-chewel 


Swiss vatch?’ 

“You gimme the coin and be quick about 
it before I’m tempted to bust your fat old 
head in,” snarled Farmer menacingly. 

From somewhere within his capacious 
frock coat the old man pulled a thick 
leather wallet, and from within it ex 
tracted twenty-two carefully folded one 
hundred-dollar bills. 

Farmer seized them, ran them over, 
and stuffed them carelessly in his pocket. 
“All right, old buck,” he muttered 
turned toward the door. “You put this 
over on me all right, all right, but don’t 
you let me catch you in a dark alley at 
night.” 

“You should not talk such foolishness, 
smiled Levisohn. “I don’t valk in alleys 
nights, and ven I haf to do business mit 
people like you I carry dis liddle play 
thing mit me.” He pulled back the flap 
of a vest pocket far enough to show a 
tiny automatic pistol nestling in one of 
the folds of his fat paunch 


Ww! THOUT further words Farmer fol 

lowed a. Jew downstairs. Once 
on the street he started to enter a saloon, 
but stopped, shaking his head. He was 
preoccupied. Stunned by the sudden full 
ness of his fall, he wanted time to think 
His way led him to a_ public 
where for a time he sat in deep stud) 
upon one of the benches, 
crowd and of the traffie that roared by 
him. Finally his face 
old, winning smile showed. He slapped 
his knee, and, rising, walked several 
streets until he found the alley that ran 
back of Levisohn’s pawnshop. <A hasty 
but careful scrutiny please 
him Then he hunted up a_ house 
painter’s shop. 

While Mr. Levisohn was at dinner a 
man clad in paint-splashed white ove 
alls and carrying a light single painter’s 
scaffold climbed the separate stairway 
that led up three flights to the top story 
of the building in which the pawnshop 
was. A scuttle admitted him to the 
roof, where he adjusted his hooks, blocks 
and falls, and lowered the apparatus di 
rectly over the window of the back 
in which Mr. Levisohn had that morning 
dealt with a man who had called him 
self Farmer, Returning to the street the 
workman came back with brushes and 
paint pots. No one noticed him specially, 
neither as he went up the stairs nor later 
as he dangled above the little-frequented 
alley, slowly daubing the dingy brick wall 
with an ugly priming coat of vellow 

As he swung, Farmer said to himself: 
“Of course it’s a long shot, but generally 


as he 


” 


square, 


seemed to 


room 


I’m a lucky guy The old fence may 
never come into the back room this 
afternoon, and if he does he may have 
some one with him: or, even if he comes 


ilone, he may have nothing on him But 
there’d be no fun in life if it wasn’t for 
the long shots anyhow.” 


H" painted steadily on, cocking his | 
ear from time to time toward the 


dirty window below him. 

It was nearly five o’clock when Farmer 
heard some one enter the Lower 
ing. his seaffold noiselessly on its well 
oiled blocks, he brought it just above the 
level of the window. Kneeling down, he 
squinted into the room 

Levisohn had entered and had pushed 
the deal table close to the window, to 
make the hest of the fading light His 
great bulk filled and overflowed the 
chair, his fan-shaped beard covered his 
broad chest, and his bald head 
above his whiskers like a great egg ris 
ing from a nest 

In front of him there was a tray di 


room 


shone 


vided into several compartments, each 
partly filled with gems Red, bine 
rreen, and white, they sparkled and 


shimmered, an 
ful, living color. Levisolin leaned ove 
them. his eves glowing with the real and 
almost fanatical love that he had for tf] 
precious baubles Taking up a num 
of sapphires, he 
stream of sea-bine 
hand to the 
himself : 
“My beauties! 
before I put you 


amazing mass of beauti 


rhazicle 
flame 
other, crooning softly t 


I love 


asleep.” 


vou for a liddle 


NOVEMBER 


wea | 


| 


| 





heedless of the | 


brightened—his | 
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Fach Christmas 


the practical gift is becoming more popular. 
In aGlobe- Wernicke Bookcase you can com- 
bine the practical with a graceful compliment 
to the literary taste of the recipient. The best 
time to select a Globe-Wernicke Bookcase 
for Christmas is during the 


G lobe-Wernicke 
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During these two weeks Globe-Wernicke Dealers 


all over the country will demonstrate the advan- 
tages of Globe-Wernicke Bookcases and exhibit the various 
Globe-Wernicke styles. Visit your Globe-Wernicke Dealer 
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Our handsome Catalog No. 64, containing a set of colored 
library interiors, can be obtained either from us or our dealer. 
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Cabinets and Sup- 
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agents everywhere. If 
not represented in your 
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t H e |} of another, presence; perhaps Farmer’s a hearty: “Well, bo, how they comin'?” 
a O] rn head cast a slight shadow, At any rate, “Smooth as onions,” said Farmer 
Levisohn dropped the sapphires and “Say, have you got any of that tobacco what better 
glanced hastily around the room. Then that comes in tin cans?” ° 
he went to the window, threw up the ‘Sure,” said the bartender, passing out gift than a 


sash, and leaned out. As he did so the a package 
: mae ae back into the wash|| handsome 


whole roof seemed to him to fall on the armer walked into 


back of his head. Farmer, hanging by one room, fortunately deserted. Into his 
head. Far | . it || ParkerPen? 


hand to his seaffolding, reaching down side coat pocket he shot the tobacco; into 








from above, had neatly and scientifically the tin he pushed the old blue bandanna, 
placed one blow with a blackjack. swollen with its hoard of gems. Saun 
Levisohn fell forward without a mur tering back to the bar he called for a Sisiidiaiiesidiea ihe iaielia ait 
mur, his great chest resting upon the sill. drink, inviting the gangling one to join ippreciate the handy Parker 
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Prices from $15 up 
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and more enduring gift 


Jack Knife Safety 


Can be carried anywhere 
in any position in any 
pocket, lady’s purse, or 


prostrate pawnbroker into the room. He corner from the paper and scribbled: 
pulled the heavy. omar form in after him. Dear Miss—I’m quitting the road 
Opening Levisohn’s vest he felt for the al T end the 
heartbeat, and found it. “You’ll be all fo go farming. payline ngaye Ber: 
P “rtd : . inclosed to square your mother’s 
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“How High Will Steak Go?” year; eggs, 11.7 per cent; steaks, from 
} Pen , . 9.8 to 10.1 per cent, according to tough VERY man 
ou contrast the increase in oui . : 


ness; lard, 7.2 per cent; butter, 5.8 per | misses the 
cent; milk, 4.1 per cent—and so forth. full measure of 
The only comfort is that potatoes went comfort in his 
down 31.9 per cent; sugar, 13.2 per cent; ; : 
000 “Raise cattle.” is your recom wheat flour, 7.7 per cent. No great re- intimate gar- 
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: a lief need be expected from South Ameri ments who 

mendation. I would add: And 



















population within six years from 87 

000,000 to almost 97,000,000 persons 
with the decrease in the number of 
our cattle from 72,000,000 to 56,000.,- 
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years of age. In 1911, according to scarcely ate butter, and never drank | wes, ae cere = 
Mr. Britten, 8,000,000 calves were slaugh- any milk, except skimmed milk. We | Taam materia. 
tered which tenderly nursed into ma seldom ate flesh meat, except pork, _ Write us for the 
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ry ‘Dawn 


By ANNA MILO UPJOHN 
Bon moon dips toward the lonely 





moor 
tad all is still 
beross the chill 
Rare shu. across the velvet brown 


| Of somber, night-cncompassed heath 
| The vagrant wind sinks down and 
down 


Into the sea 

The little tree, 

Wind wearied, twisted, leafless, worn, 

Rests in the lull; and through the 
mist 

(That first faint harbinger of dawn) 

Pale flecks of gold betray the broom. 

The troubled night bird halts he 
plaint 

tnd dimly thro’ the waning gloom 

1 ragged sheep path comes to sight, 

Frayed on the surface of the moor, 

Groping uncertain in the night, 
teross the wold 

To some far fold. 














The Blue Goblet’s Poison 


Continued from page 19 


Before the doctor left I went into the She, too, had been delirious before she The Last Mexican Emperor Was Executed 


room where Uncle Dwight was. As soon died. Voor Aunt Alace! She had been 

as he saw me he raised his head from so different from Uncle Dwight. 

the pillow. “Mary,” said he, “you’re a But there came a day when my uncle 7 . ‘ . - ' — _— 

fine girl. Ill try to make up to you for got up. It was a clear, bright day, and HIS is his picture—the courtly, ill-fated Maximilian. The 

this some day. Now hurry along and mother had gone to the village to do story of the ambitious coalition which placed him on the 

be sure that no one sees you.” some trading. Mr. Potter had started h Bog hi athetically brief re; and his d sad ik 
“De-lirious. delirious.” murmured good out for Trugger’s Swamp to see if he throne—nis pat 1etica y rie reign anc 1s aoom reac 1Ke 


Dr. Small, looking down at me over his could get a bunch of boneset for mother. | fiction. Have you ever read it? Do you really know anything 
glasses. The doctor left medicines to be She left me with Dorothy and to look 
of the romantic history of Mexico w hich forms the glittering back- 


given every half hour alternately, and after Uncle Dwight. Dorothy went out 
the stranger kindly offered to sit up the into the vard to play, while I got one ground of the present problem? 
first night My mother would not hear of my books and went to Uncle Dwight’s  , = : a oe a a! oe a ie 
of it, thongh, but she finally agreed that room to read He was poor company | here are a thousand stories like Maximili: ns Ww hich have all 
he should sit up part of the night and Uncle Dwight was, but to-day he had / the thrill of fiction and yet make up the vital knowledge of history 
he e othe % She oul ake , “ua great { questions to ask 
she the other part. She would take the 4 great many questions to ask. = which every educated man should have. To have read these stories 
first watch, she said After I told him that Mr. Potter had : 

“You had better let me take the first gone to Trugger’s Swamp, he lay quiet is to know history— the chief mark of a Well-vréadd widn, 
watch.” sair I" *otter: “vo nve bee j is eves closer for ¢ ong i > - 7 — ce Oe. - ~ 
wien « Mr. Potter ; a a ioe ly Ban hi — * “4 A, a" a A free booklet has been printed for distribution among readers 
working and worrving, and need sleep ary, ie said a as wlieve ae f : Pe, iis : oe 
I will call you at one.” I'll get up. I feel quite a little better to- | of Collier’s who are lovers of history. It contains a brilliant essay 


Mother did, indeed, look rather worn. oo Put mj praeige t —_ by the bed, | on “How to Read History Intelligently” by Senator Henry Cabot 
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| cent-looking powder 
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COLLIER’S FOR 


had not been very much 
worried, it would 
him cheerfully and continued preparing 
the supper in her usual deliberate 


Manner 


Y uncle had just put away the rusty 
M old rifle and was washing his 


seem She greeted 


hands when Mr. Potter and Dorothy ar 
rived. Mother announced that supper 
Was ready, so Uncle Dwight sat down 


and ate with the rest of for the first 
time in weeks It should have been a 
cheerful meal, but IT am afraid that it 
have been eaten in silence if Mr 
Potter had not been in such high spirits. 

Unele Dwight said not a word, and 
mother responded only faintly to the 
stranger's light mood. 

When the meal was finished, and 
mother and I were alone in the kitchen, 
I ventured a question. 

“Will Uncle Dwight always be de 
lirious?” IT asked. It was such a ques 
tion as might be expected to come from 
a child of nine. 

“No, no, my dear,” she replied: “your 
Uncle Dwight is entirely well of his sick- 
ness now.” 

If Uncle Dwight was not delirious, 
why did he lie in the woods with a rifle, 
watching for the stranger? I pondered 
this over, but asked no more ques 
tions. 

He may have been watching only 
squirrels after all, I decided 


Us, 


for 


Uncle Dwight’s sick 
I had lost much of my distrust 
of the stranger. He was the best play- 
fellow that a child could have, and on 
stormy days he would sit for hours tell- 
ing Dorothy and me the most en 
thralling stories. I am convinced 
now that they were mostly drawn 
from his own experiences, dressed 
up to fit the fancies of a child 
I wonder if all children are as 
fond of war yarns as Dorothy 
and I were in those days? It 
transpired that the stranger was 
a soldier of the Civil War. 

Why was Uncle Dwight afraid 
of this nice man? I asked myself 
before I went to sleep that night. 

But the next morning I made a 
startling discovery Mr. Potter 
did have a sear back of his ear. 
It was a faint red line, searcely 
noticeable, and just low enough 
to be concealed by his high collar 


N the weeks of 


ness 


He had taken his collar off to 
wash. 
DARE say that I was all a- 
flutter with excitement over 
this important discovery as I 


helped mother prepare the break 
fast. but I w more 
startling and more terrible things 
before that day Once, 
as I went to the cupboard for a 


as to see 


was over. 


knife, I chanced to glance in the 
mirror. The dining-room door 
was open, and I could see Uncle 


Dwight reflected in the glass 
The expression of his face ar 
rested me. He was hovering over 
the table, and he took a small slip 
of paper from his vest pocket and 
contents into the 
I had but a 
Mr 
inno 


emptied its 
glass of water which 
minutes previous set at 
was an 


few 
Potter's place. It 


Here was more mystery to puz 


zie my child’s brain Why did 
Unele Dwight put salt in the 
stranger’s water, and why did he 
carry it in that odd little en- 
velope in his vest pocket? I 
thought that I could throw it 
away and put some fresh in the 
glass, but Uncle Dwight never 
left the room 

I was so nervous when I sat 
at the table that I could not eat, 


but none of them noticed. It was 
not salt, I decided: it was some 
fatal poison Once the stranger 
raised the glass, and I saw Uncle 


Dwight turn pale, but just at that 


moment mother put some ques 

tion and the stranger set down 

the glass without drinking to an j 
swer her. This gave me an idea, 4 
and two or three times when he 

made a movement as though he f 
would again raise the glass I j 
thrust a question at him But ; 
the resources of a girl of nine are small 
} and when he raised the glass for the 
| third or fourth time no question could J 
} bring to my tongue, and it lay still and 
dry in my mouth It was a terrible, a 
dreadful, moment for me, but just as he 
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put the glass to his lips I had a bright 
thought. 

“Oh, Mr. Potter,” I cried, “you have 
got my glass of water!” 


The glasses we used were an odd lot, 


there not being more than two of the 
same color and pattern. The glass that 
I had put at Mr. Potter’s place was it 
pale blue goblet with frosted figures 
Dorothy always claimed this glass, and 
we used to dispute lightly over the 
possession of it Dorothy, however, 
never drank the water that was placed 
for her at mealtime This day, being 


nervous, I had placed the glasses with 
out thought 


Mr. Votter lowered the glass and I 
reached out for it 

“No, no,” cried Dorothy, “it is not 
her glass. It is mine.” 


I gave in to her, for I had weighti 
er things on my mind than colored 
glasses. She would not drink the water 
I knew. 

“Now, young lady,” said mother as 
Mr. Potter handed the glass to Doro 


thy, “you were so afraid that you would 
not have it, be sure that you drink it.” 
was 


M* heart sank in my breast I 

4 afraid and unable to speak. I saw 
Uncle Dwight gasp and turn white 
Coward that I now know that he was, 
he sat there and watched Dorothy sip 
the poisoned draft. 

She drank only a very little of it, 
it was enough We had not 
dinner before she was taken with sharp 
pains, followed by convulsions, and final 
Mother 
and 


but 


ly passed into unconsciousness. 
idea what was the matter 
what to The things 
did do availed nothing. 

It was hours before we could the 
doctor. When he at last arrived he 
shook his head and looked very serious 
I do not know whether even he knew, 
but he gave it as his opinion that her 
chances for recovery were very small 
indeed. This was good Dr. Small’s wa) 

In the end Dorothy did recover, but 
horrible things happened before that 

Mother put me to bed at the usual 
hour and then took up her vigil at 
Dorothy's bedside. I could not 

but lay wide awake, with 
open A stiff breeze had sprung 
up from the west and made curi 
noises in the shingles; the old 
moaned and the rats were 
seemed to my heavy 
might be the 
times 


had no 
knew not do. 


get 


eyes 


ous 
pines 
restless It 
heart as though it 
very eve of doomsday At 
I could hear mother walking softl) 
have been 


about. After what must 

hours, she seemed to have 
fallen asleep at her post 
or to have died, so death 
ly still the house became 
except for those hor 
rible noises in the 

roof and the trees 
Then I heard 
voices down 
stairs that I 
knew must be 
Mr. Potter’s and 
Unele Dwight's 
At first they 
sounded faint 


and far-away, as 
though they 
were speaking in 
low whispers 
Gradually they 
grew louder, like 
a rising wind. I 
listened intently, 
trying to deciph 
er the incoherent 
mutterings 


which came 
vet very faintly 
to my ear, but I 


could make noth 
ing of them. It 
was strange for 


those two to be talking 


so earnestly. I had never 
known them to say so 
much as a dozen words to 


each other. Uncle Dwight 
usually went to bed early 
in order to remain 
ing in the presence of the 
I wondered 


avoid 


stranger 


what they could be talk 
ing about. Finally my 
curiosity became so 
aroused that I decided to 
find out what it was that they were 
discussing. Remembering something that 
the stranger had said on that first 
night when he came into our home sey 
eral weeks previous, I lid out of hed 
nd crept along the hall Mother had 


finished | 


she | 


sleep, | 


| | “| 
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» point of breaking down 


» wandered to the por 


succumbed to the necessities of nature 





MANAGED to descend the His eyes seemed fairly 


. but the purport 


She would think I was doing enough to 
low modulation of suppressed excitement, i 
and their words became more tense with 
came a queer smile. 

“Don’t sit there like that,’ 
» was deep emotion “Brace up and be a man. 
» stranger’s words, i You have your 
you used to burn the powder 
You used to be 


hest shot of any of us.” 


he seemed to stiffen. 
“But there is a just God,” 
as his eyes wandered ; 





crashed into my 
this eating sore in my 


» you had played, 
There was an awful report : 
sank to the floor. 

had been too quick 











» leaned heavily 


. this thing that has happened A little cloud of smoke 
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coldness of it sent chills quivering down 
. white ta anieaned, 






* had left wide open. 
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Through the whole trial Mr. otter was first time I recalled | I had thrown 
| impassive, even cheerful, they said, Un the revolver out through the open door, 
doubtedly he would have been hanged I repeat that, for the first time in ay 
| had it not been for my mother, who was these years, I recalled this natura] 
the main witness thoughtless act. Now I was « - J 
It seems strange, as I think of it now, had been to school and I unde tood 
that I did not come to realize at an As full realization dawned upon me, my 
earlier age the terrible consequences head swam and a deathly feelir crept 
that followed my guileless act that into my heart It was I who had sent 
dreadful winter night so many years Mayo Grote to prison. ’revio y all 
ugo. It seems impossible that conse thoughts of that ghastly night had beep 
quences so horrible could hang upon such exceedingly obnoxious to me, and when 
& little incident. Had I not thrown the ever they intruded upon my meditations, 
| revolver away the stranger could not us they often did, I dismissed them as 
k~ been convicted. As the years guickly as possible. But now I reviewed 
siipped by I often thought of him lan every detail 
| guishing within the walls of that gloomy “We must not let him uffer any 
| old prison, but I knew not remorse, for longer,” said mother. “We must write 
I was bitter against him because of te the Governor this very day.” 
Uncle Dwight. Those must have been We were still sitting on the floor ip 
long, dreary years to him, those nine ihe attic when we were startled by a 
years that passed all too quickly with me. loud Knock at the door. We all ‘urried 
down. It proved to be the sheriff and his 
INE years, and it was another win deputy. 
ter day—Dorothy’s birthday. That Was there a stranger staying with us 
|cay mother gave Dorothy the key to by the name of Ernest Potter? he wanted 
the old square trunk that was close to know. An escaped convict? We as- 
| under the eaves in the attic. sured him that there was not, but he 
} “TI think you are now old enough to must search the house. They searched 
have your mother’s things,” she said. every closet, but they did not seem satis- 
| There were all sorts of old-fashioned fied when they finished 
Marjaneh Dancing | things in that trunk, and way down in 
Before Kh ia Hoseyn, | the bottom was a packet of old letters, fp Pam vup that there had been a mu- 
the ink faded, the paper yellowed with tiny in the prison several days sinee, 
from Ali Baba and } age It was tied with lavender ribbon nnd that Ernest Potter had escaped. He 
the Forty Thieve = und a faint perfume still clung to it. had been last seen on the Kirk land Road, 
Si | With the letters there was also a memo only a few miles away. They were work 
One of the 150 6¢ad- | randum. The letters were love letters ing on the theory that he would come 
hifi illustration in | to my aunt from one Mayo Grote. We back to the scene of his crime At last 
. recognized the writing at once as Mr. they went away How our hearts flut 
the Five-Foot Shelf Potter's tered ! 
of Books As we read, many things that had After that we all went up by the old 
” long puzzled me became clear, It was earden fence, and after a long “rel 





“ - plain to see that my dear Aunt Alace found the heavy revolver. It was crusted 

' I and Mayo Grote had been lovers, but over with rust and was still cocked 
Ali Baba and the Forty hieves there was still much that I did not un I was turning it over in my hands and 
derstand. We called in mother and feeling very sick when Dorothy gave a 
Have you ev 1 th ? D ™ ae finally wrung from her the whole story. startled cry, and I looked up to see a 
é er read their fascinating story Oo you KNOW the | aunt Alace was of the sort that is capa ragged. forlorn-looking man come stag 
“Thousand and One Nights,” that wonderful series of Arabian stories | ble of one great, consuming affection, gering down the road. Occasionally he 


’ ££ “ é ‘ es : va mw the .}4> | and her very soul had flowed forth in her — stopped and gazed wildly about, shading 
which Dr. Eliot calls ‘ “one of the great story- books of he world” * | love for Mayo Grote. But his reported his eyes with his arm He frightened 


Among the millions of volumes in the world, there are only a few | death in battle had been seemingly sub- us by turning in at the gate. How were 


stantiated, and she mourned him as dead we to guess that it was Ernest Dotter? 

y gr s ~ 8. ; q ) nNtly great \ .. , : : - . ‘ 
reall reat tory book just as there are only a few permane bi s ’ Then it was that Uncle Dwight, who had He stood for a long time staring at 
iatmetes , biogr aphies, poems and essays. also loved my aunt, but had not found the house, and at length, seeing how 
r : ° or ji 1 eves yresse is suit. . vretchec e WAS ioroth am “ae 
To know these few great books is to be well-read. T’o miss | fver in her eyes, pressed his suit. He wretched he was, I hy and I ad 
was all sympathy and accepted with vanced trepidly toward him, thinking 
them 1 is to miss one of t the richest j joys in life. grace the role of brother that we might be able to do something 
A remarkable free booklet has been printed that tells about these few great books. To | , ie ) , for him. He did not see us until we 
. ’ 1 “1. j . 4 ‘re aio 4 t > ore ‘re ite “iT , , Ne’ suc 
receive your copy merely Clip the coupon. It tells how Dr. Eliot of Harvard conceived HieY were iione in le world, my were quite near, W he n he tur | ud 
. oo ae - ° p : : , mother and dear Aunt Alace. My denly at the sound of our footsteps. He 
the plan of sifting out of all the books in the world Just the few truly great ones—the few | wn dear father had gone down with the saw only me at first, then his dull eyes 
that make a man really well-read and so arranging them that their reading is made a| (Cumberland. Voor, broken-hearted Aunt tell upon Dorothy. He stared at her, 
Alace married Uncle Dwight. and he and a wonderful light came into his 


pleasure. These few wonderful books have become famous as 
took her away to another State, where face Wonderment lay sweetly on_ his 


° » ] he bought the old place on the Kirkland heart and shone from his eves. It was, 
¥ 10t S Road, far out of the world. Mother, in truth, Mayo Grote, broken, wander- 
e who was much older, went with them. ing in his mind 


When my aunt, by bitter chance, learned 


+ ~ , 
H H that her husband had purposely tricked HE doctor’s and mother’s - skill 
1Ve- oot Shelt of Books her into thinking her lover dead, her availed nothing. B eaglpeeinie gent 

. ' . was in 





tender, sensitive soul never recovered, the next morning. he world 
- x . . und she grieved her voung life away winter’s bitterest, iey grasp, but the 
72 y. > » rer, * ie : wa! : : Y 
Now Sold at an Amazingly Low I r1ce | My mother had found a diary in Mr. dawn flushed rosily above the earth’s 
= . . > we Pp 7 » law a . ‘ aatar 4 ‘ . wile little eres 
Fifty volumes, 418 works, the books that cultivated men refer to in their talk, the Potter’s room, and the last entry had eastern rim, and the pale litt bx 
book ‘ : 28 ™ Bal , been made the very evening before that cent of moon was struggling hard to 
jooks that contain the essentials of a liberal education. . lust terrible day It read keep aglow in the lightening sk) rhe 
One hundred thousand successful men are finding that the free dook/et pictured belou “T have experienced a change of heart. detruded flame of the night lamp filled 
bo ae pa 4 ° . Tha 
opened a new world to them. It taught them the joy of being well-read; and how to/ I cannot deal with Dwight Hood as I the room with a ghastly glo rhe 
attain it without waste of money or time Merely ask for your copy should. I have found more contentment stranger stirred, and Dorothy bent ovet 
‘ ce . . , and happiness in this old house than I him. There was something infantile In 
Ten Thousand Hours of Pleasure supposed was in the whole world, but the expression of ineffable happiness 
Can you imagine any greater pleasure tl tor } eat story-books of the world with Dr. Eliot, | to-morrow I shall leave its shelter and that transformed his face I saw a tear 
I ‘ agine an greater pleas e than ») read the gre ory-boc s 0 he ri t r ot,” , ce » ‘ ° , ’ 1 ae 
: ' ‘ ee . , » of adve . t Go course do orothy’s cheek—she was 
to see the great plays, hear the great orators, meet the great men of all history? He offers you that oppor- | continue my lift of ady nture, — La t God OUTS down Dot th) M — 
tunity, and no othe speure can vield return waleol For | : we thet et the end of vour hows leal with Dwight Hood as is fit. sixteen now and the perfect image 
no other pleasure can yield returns so valuable r he promises you that at the end of your hour 4 . mm ; . ling 
of pleasure sien all i » Chien ameaiiiaie afte, Mined : When my mother showed me this, my dear Aunt Alace. The stranger’s lips 
68] believe that the faithful and coneiderat id £ oh leo. ** the on Sy ' inv man the | SOmehow it all came back to me with quivered 
I that the faithful and considerate reading of these ) e say will give any ma i : i “ . 
elements of a liberal education, even tl h | 1 dev then t ifte nn : a day startling vividness—the terrible events *“Alace—my own Alace—at last he 
a Hberai education, even though he can devote ¢t n but fF e inu a day. Pr “ 
; : of that other winter night—and for the murmured and spoke no more 
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